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BIOGRAPHICAL  AND  CRITICAL  NOTICES 


OF 


WTCHERLEY,    CONGREYE,    VANBRUGH, 

AND    FARQUHAR. 

BY  LEIGH   HUNT. 


WTCHERLEY. 

In  collecting  moterialB  for  the  following  Uvob,  an  eye  has  been  had  to  the  discoveiy  of  such 
idditional  &ct8,  however  small  or  even  collateral  in  their  interest^  as  might  result  from  a  diligent 
peroal  of  the  works  of  the  authors,  and  a  reference  to  the  literature  of  their  age ;  and,  accordingly, 
some  have  been  procured,  which  it  is  hoped  will  not  be  unwelcome  to  the  lovers  of  genius  and 
of  books. 

The  same  wish  to  render  the  volume  as  complete  as  lay  in  the  power  of  those  concerned  in  it, 
bt  led  also  to  the  selection  of  such  passages  from  the  miscellaneous  writings  of  the  authors,  as  the 
editor,  in  the  indulgence  of  a  habit  of  that  kind,  felt  an  impulse  to  mark  with  his  pen.  Critical 
notices  have  been  added  to  the  biographical ;  and,  at  the  conclusion  of  the  whole,  a  general  estimate 
bs8  been  attempted  of  their  comparative  merits,  together  with  some  idea  of  the  moral  spirit  in 
vhich  they  deserve  to  be  read. 

WILLIAM  WTCHERLEY,  the  earliest  of  these  chiefs  of  our  Prose  Drama,  was  eldest  son  of 
Daniel  Wycherley,  Esquire,  a  gentleman  of  some  property  at  Ciive,  near  Shrewsbury,  afterwards  one 
of  the  tellers  of  the  Exchequer ;  and  he  was  bom  in  that  village  about  the  year  1640.  His  ancestors 
have  been  traced,  as  residents  on  the  spot,  as  far  back  as  the  reign  of  Henry  the  Fourth ;  but  we 
believe  nothing  has  been  known  of  the  family  since  our  Author's  time.  A  correspondent  of  the 
'^  Gentleman's  Magazine,'*  who  in  the  year  1706  took  the  drawing  of  their  house,  from  an  engraving 
of  which  our  vignette  has  been  copied,  says  it  had  been  a  handsome  structure,  but  left  in  great 
measure  to  go  to  decay,  and  the  remainder  clumsily  turned  into  a  farm-house.  The  walnut-trcc  in 
the  print  was  said  to  ha^e  been  planted  by  Wycherley,  but  he  could  not  vouch  for  the  truth  of 
the  report* 

The  future  dramatist  appears  to  have  received  the  rudiments  of  education,  cither  at  home  or  in 
the  neighbourhood ;  and  instead  of  going  to  the  university  at  the  early  period  of  life  then  customary, 
probably  owing  to  its  heterodox  condition  under  Cromwell,  was  sent  at  the  age  of  fifteen,  or 
thereabouts,  to  the  banks  of  the  Charente  in  France,  where  he  was  introduced  to  the  reigning 
circles  of  the  Bambouillets  and  Montausiers,  who  converted  him  to  the  continentAl  orthodoxy,  or 

*  Gentleman's  Magazine*  vols.  IxxxL,  IxxxiL 


CONGRBVE.  six 


It  it  ft  ^erj  common  fouling  in  ua  noTor  to  bo  mtisfied  with  our  fortune,  tnd  never  diMatiified  with  oar 
•eneand  conduct. 

Cbuity  and  good-natnie  give  a  mnction  to  the  moat  common  actions ;  and  pride  and  ill-nature  make  our 
best  virtuee  deepicable. 


r- 


MtUnae  (if  a  wiat  man  <f  more  wnmg  to  mankind  than  the  slanderer'i  tpu^  ' 


Thu  laai  is  a  noble  obseiTEtion,  and  looks  profoundly  into  the  wants  of  society.  From  the  rest 
we  may  gather  the  amiableness  as  well  as  sincerity  of  the  Author^s  character ;  who  was  so  beloved 
in  his  time,  aa  to  afford  a  caution  to  sour,  and  therefore  crude,  moralists^  how  th^  put  the  worvt 
eouitmction  upon  what  is  not  always  best  in  his  writings. 


CONGEEVE. 

WILLIAM  CONOREYE  was  the  second  son  of  Richard  Congrere,  Esq.,  of  Congrere  and 
StrettoD,  who  was  one  of  the  thirteen  Staffordshire  gentlemen  upon  whom  Charles  the  Second 
intended  to  confer  the  order  of  the  Royal  Oak,  had  the  institution  taken  place.  The  late  Sir 
William  Congreve,  Bart.,  the  inventor  of  the  rocket  system,  was  the  descendant  of  a  younger  branch 
of  the  fitfully ;  but  the  direct  line  still  survives  at  Aldermans  town  in  Berkshire,  on  a  property 
which  came  to  it  by  marriage.  The  Stretton  estate,  on  which  the  family  had  resided  since  the  time 
of  Edward  the  Second,  was  sold  by  our  author^s  great-grand-nephew,  William,  who  married  a 
Waller,'  and  it  is  now  the  property  of  Edward  Moncktou,  Esq.  An  oak  is  still  shown  there,  on  a 
lawn,  under  which  part  of  the  "  Old  Bachelor "  is  said  to  have  been  written.  But  wherever  such 
opportonitiea  occur,  some  spot  or  other  is  pretty  sure  to  be  identified  with  the  haunts  of  genius, — 
with  the  flights  and  warblings  of  the  human  bird.    Scriptorum  ehonu  omnia  amat  nemtu. 

The  choir  of  penmen  all  delight  in  trees. 

Oar  author's  mother  (a  relationship  always  pleasing  to  ascertain)  was  Anne,  daughter  of  Sir 
Thomas  Fitzherbert,  and  grand-daughter  of  Sir  Anthony,  the  celebrated  judge,  who  wrote  the  work 
praised  by  Blackstone,  De  Naturd  Brevium.  She  had  a  maternal  uncle,  who  possessed  a  house  at 
Bardaey,  near  Leeds ;  and  it  was  there  that  the  dramatist  was  bom,  in  the  year  1669,  probably 
while  his  father,  a  younger  brother,  and  an  officer  in  the  army,  was  cultivating  in  Ireland  the 
patronage  of  the  Earl  of  Burlington,  on  whose  estate  he  subsequently  had  employment  as  a 
land-agent* 

It  is  curious  to  see  how  unwilling  people  were  to  take  Congreve's  word  that  he  was  bom  in 
England,  and  not  in  Ireland ; — a  dispute  which  Malone  set  at  rest  by  the  production  of  a  register. 
Dr.  Johnson,  among  others,  seems  to  have  "  sullenly  "  begged  the  question  against  Congreve'e 
veracity,  purely  that  he  might  indulge  in  the  following  gratuitous  piece  of  acuteness : — 

"  Neither  the  time  nor  place  of  his  birth  are  certainly  known  ;  if  the  inscription  upon  his  monument 
be  true,  he  was  bom  in  1672.  For  the  place,  it  was  said  by  himself  that  he  owed  his  nativity  to 
England,  and  by  everybody  else,  that  he  was  bom  in  Ireland.  Southern  mentioned  him  with  sharp 
(•ensure,  as  a  man  that  meanly  disowned  his  native  country.  The  biographers  assign  his  nativity  to 
Bardsa,  near  Leeds,  in  Yorkshire,  from  the  account  given  by  himself,  as  they  suppose,  to  Jacob. 

"To  doubt,**  continues  Johnson,  "whether  a  man  of  eminence  has  told  the  tmth  about  his  own 
I'irth,  is,  in  appearance,  to  be  very  deficient  in  candour ;  yet  nobody  can  live  long  without  knowing 
<hat  falsehoods  of  convenience  and  vanity — falsehoods  from  which  no  evil  immediately  visible  ensues 
except  the  general  degradation  of  human  testimony — are  very  lightly  uttered,  and  once  uttered,  are 


♦  For  roch  of  the  aboro  famny  partlcalars  as  are  new  to  the  birt^rnphy  r»f  rongrevc,  we  are  Indebted  t«i  Burkt'a 
Qeneaiogical  and  Historical  Jccount  of  the  Landed  Gentry  cf  England,  vol.  iii.  p.  412,  &c. 
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regular  thftn  expressive  of  sensibility.  He  had  high  features,  and  a  look  between  senwiaKtyiii: 
foppish  yivacity.  The  fopperj,  howeTer,  may  have  been  added  by  the  painter,  and  increased  ly  lit 
turn  given,  to  the  attitude  and  the  flowing  i>cruke.  There  is  a  great  contempt  of  cozcombiy  in  Ul 
writings;  but  this  does  not  imply  exception  from  the  weakness.  'Sometimes  it  argues  agniMr 
share  of  it.  No  man  is  so  vain,  as  he  who  thinks  himself  free  from  all  vanity.  "  Mr.  Congnv^* 
said  Voltaire,  "  had  one  defect,  which  was  his  entertaining  too  mean  an  idea  of  his  first  proftaii% 
that  of  a  writer,  though  it  was  to  this  he  owed  his  fame  and  fortune.  He  spoke  of  his  works  as  d 
trifles  that  were  beneath  him ;  and  hinted  to  me  in  our  first  conversation,  that  I  should  visii  hSm 
upon  no  other  foot  than  that  of  a  gentleman,  who  led  a  life  of  plainness  and  simplicity.  I  answered 
that  had  he  been  so  unfortunate  as  to  be  a  m<Sre  gentleman,  I  should  never  have  come  to  see  him; 
and  I  was  much  disgusted  at  so  unseasonable  a  piece  of  vanity."*  Yarious  constructions,  it  is  troi^ 
have  been  put  upon  this  intimation  of  Congreve's.  Dr.  Johnson  pronounces  it  a  "  deq»icabii 
foppery.*  Cibber  characteristically  looks  upon  it  as  an  attempt  to  "divest  himself  of  human  natom" 
But  Mason  is  of  opinion,  that  it  was  the ''  indifference  to  literary  fiime,**  of  a  man  advanced  in  life 
And  Dr.  Campbell,  the  first  editor  of  the  "  Biographia  Britannica,"  thinks  it  hard  and  stnmge,  tlal 
an  author  should  be  reproved  for  being  so  modest  as  to  "  undervalue  his  own  works."  The  religiMi 
might  discover  a  more  serious  exculpation.  A  Mr.  Dingley  (probably  a  friend  of  Swift's)  told 
Dr.  Campbell,  upon  the  authority  of  Bevem  the  Quaker,  that  on  a  visit  to  Severn  in  company  vitk 
Pope,  Congreve  expressed  sorrow  for  the  errors  of  his  youth,  and  "  most  sincerely  wished  that  h  wm  \ 
posuble  to  obliterate  all  the  offensive  and  impure  passages  in  his  works.'*f  But  setting  aside  tkl 
possibility  that  the  Quaker *s  story  may  have  been  a  pious  fraud,  or  become  exaggerated  in  its  progna 
from  mouth  to  mouth,  Congreve  never  expressed  any  public  sorrow  for  his  writings,  as  a  sinoM 
penitent  would  have  seized  occasion  of  doing.  Neither  did  his  mode  of  life  announce  any  feeling  tf 
the  sort  And  some  verses  which  he  addressed  in  his  decline  to  Lord  Cobham,  show  that  his  monll 
were  of  the  old  epicurean  sort,  though  calmed  and  philosophised.  The  climax  of  his  list  of  the  goodi 
of  life  Ib — 

**  Health,  honour,  and  a  fair  estate, 
A  table  free,  and  degandy  neat  /  ** 

"  Whai  "  (exclaims  he,  at  the  crowning  inspiration  of  this  line), 

^  What  can  be  added  more  to  mortal  bliss  ?  ** 

Congreve  had  not  got  his  gout  for  nothing.  The  conclusion  respecting  the  Voltaire  question  m 
take  to  be,  that  our  author,  who  was  both  a  reader  and  thinker,  and  had  suffered  pain  and  effl 
enough  to  drive  his  thoughts  to  their  depth,  had  really  come  to  consider  his  works  as  no  veiy 
wonderful  things ;  and  he  felt  perhaps,  when  reminded  of  them  by  a  young  and  enthusiastic  adminr 
(as  Voltaire  then  was),  some  little  irritation  at  finding  the  sum  total  of  his  powers  and  aspirationi 
rated  by  no  higher  standard.  There  may  still  have  been  a  vanity  in  this,  but  it  was  at  least  not  a 
contented  ^lanity,  or  one  that  recognised  nothing  greater  than  its  own  achievements.  If,  howeveiv 
he  affected  to  set  the  "  gentleman  "  above  the  author,  upon  some  abstract  ground  of  fiuhion  and 
refinement,  that  indeed  was  being  a  traitor  to  wit,  and  setting  the  less  above  the  greater  with  a  veiy 
madness  of  foppery ;  as  though,  in  some  dream  of  dandyism,  he  should  have  clapped  a  cocked-hit 
over  his  crown  of  bays. 

Congreve's  acquisition  of  the  fame  which  has  been  deemed  so  perilous  ("when  all  men  speak 
well  of  you,")  may  be  accounte<l  for  on  two  opposite  principles,  and  will  redound  to  his  praise  cr 
dishonour  accordingly.  It  may  have  been  owing  to  unbounded  benevolence,  or  to  a  calculating 
selfishness.  But  there  may  also  have  been  mixed  motives.  Congreve  has  the  solid  reputation  of 
never  having  forgotten  any  one  who  did  hira  a  service.  And  he  always  adhered  to  the  Whig% 
prosperous  or  otherwise.    On  the  other  hand,  he  continued  to  do  this  without  giving  offence  to  the 


«  Letters  on  the  BnflUh  Nation.  t  Biographia  Brltannloa,  «l  supra,  p.  79. 
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^e  <iii£lx]is  badL  of  ±e  **  lUapK  "^  sul  Qie  **  PsQvqkwiWiih»''wiixItt  in  she  a9Bj(llto  latter  fin^; 
thas  hAvrno;  inztiur  wixiaar-^fiianaB  smnisvhian.  bueunis  *— pminffrt  vith.  Sir  Tbooitt 
luhi  lime  luni  «  ^eeanmrj  «errii»  jmi  va«  nu  if  :aa  «*«—»•  —  ol  Druy  Lane  tbeitic^ 
ouayaxa^ed,  him.  a  oompiew  shi!  **  Btfia^iw  *  iir  his  «atE« :  apm  vfakk  Taabra^  had  the 
fiirtomi  u  repay  his  itiisiif  4  Vmini'ai  'ij  a  raxes  ▼mdi  cius  [hmiiii  aaood  Bach  in  need  oC    Wtt j 
pntta  u  chtf  hawse,  repacisiua  tfuwcil  -jl  :ipiin  'Jut  usfaur.     Hia  friad.  vfe  appoaim  to  have  I 
neh.  and  hoc  dxdniBTQlT  .uixiiiiu  iir  lia  -jw!i  icwe.  VQuld  nut  baZk  cha   nev  draaatiet  «f  tej 
pacnnuue  <3f  chis  Yiff<'»»naa  ^f  ^his  liaj.  Xjuouv!.  ubmrarda  Lurd  gj*nA.-«>  than  on  the  eve  of  Hi 
frcacHC lioiiijaz&     Beipeakinir aia ^hini Tnnan  air  Ptmj  Lane.  Skxpvifih.  nflered  hmat  YiwifMirt | 
dain  u  compteu  uitf  "*  Pmvrikai  W~:&  *  jjr  du  -juacn  in  Liiu.'uhL'«  Inn  Fielda^at  w&kh  it 
tha  fiiQuwinff  jaar.  and  Tnainiaiiwd  vms  pr-nniae  t£  ^im  '^  SdiapML"*    Tha  venfiozc  for  Dmy  Iml 
whidL  wiw  prodawd  ^  sow  jear.  wiw  "*  Xicp."  a  auzai  laenrs  from  the  French  of  Bonnalt' 
which  shuaidL  ts  h;kl  wma  spriracij  uiiicuiu  Jran  ^e  pen  iif  '±a  aiapttr,  ^cha  vbofe  of  part  emaU 
maac  haw  jacooi^ihisd  zhA  oj  iodiimcai  jf  ihe  7w*i  inc  piensi^  aod  did  aot  mrut  witk  ihe 
thac  aiitiphc  ha^e  been  w-isaed  fiir  jNnepjna  »  TbunLUL    Iz  waa  hoped,  mi  dovbc  that  credit 
be  ^T«n  bi  ^htf  lashur  Air  haTinir  ^ae  ineiinaciin  jod  zha  power  a  inacnutaa  well » to 
craTe  ja w«il  wim  be  f»Y'.  bos  pme  aidul*  wrloors  wiuum  appear  in  aMnaR auagiL to  ha  able teaifci 
tiiin  .itwnttwit  upon  she  beiiaf  of  shair  haareEs  wifio.  s&cr.    There  will  be  t*»w«gf|t  m  ^  gaaie  tiidk  k 
ifi.  ja  cherts  la :  lod  ^hoe  ir  awn  mauna  wnr  die  piaee  did  auc  joixeiai  afi  dbe  tia^  wfcui*  ^m  || 
sienfiuBed  when  we  odbm  w  speak  of  :he  piaj^  cnsL-aily. 

In  !?}•).  tf  ^he  aune uieacre.  Flectfoer's  xmasdj  of  >he  "^  FUurm  "  waa  Mbptad  to  the tMteef  Ihi 
Cflbs  bf  jor  uthiir.  jod  i&i  shxrd  aitfhc »  beneftc  c^'en  «icher  ui  Dryden  ijr  hia  nn  Chailen  aaoa 
ooodlGun  >if  hia  Aimiahinij:  ^hiae  lida  jf  "*  Ptrjuiirie  "  jnd  "^  Epducoe."  ie.  whicii.  app^v  in  ha 
Dryden  waa  •■am  iyiiu,  in  :Ju  ioR  biajsa  jf  lua  powers:  Sir  he.  u  whooi  Biibodri  prolonei 
epiltNTUflk  before  jr  iimx.  4ver  came  aear.  aev>«r  wr^joe  rmt  tiner  onea  than  he  did  on  t^i* 
— oiors  ^ill  of  ewy  auuwrr  lod  JiiiuLniiia  spotiL'acion :  ioil  ;iie  tyriiai  which  aceompankd  *Vfm  (the 
**  secular  Xjiiiiae/  ^*.<  wen  «  brilianc  wita  aia  jid  ■iaahinrr  antaic.  dias  John  BknaHie.  in  the  M 
nar  of  hia  "'^^'>*  fpinof^  vMoId  ind  auchinjc  of  aioR  poreaciai  jurialicr.  whiacewish  co  xm  veat  te 
she  plem!:aiie  of  hia  ^a&itfdicciua  ic  hansf^  had  a  rnid  <iinaer.     But  we  were  vqid^  so  mj,  ***** 
^htio^a  ic  ia  3>JC  hstfwn  wbedier  DtTden  baaed  ^e  j?»:ua  Ji  V.uihruri  la  Ito  did  that  of  Coocitv^ 
is  la  iIwaT^  pieuans  xa  ind  ^oeae  'inks  of  inumacy  'Mcween  -.'viebnfied  sun. 

The  "^  Falae  Friend."  a  Spaniah  jifve-pioc.  ipon  in  jid  jad  joviuoa  Aoiect.  ia  <ndr  worth  niieillM 
Sir  ita  havtiu:  been  broiufhc  one  in  'Jxa  jear  !?):!  .\UnoM  ill  'Jiac  •ieicnrei  otidnip  in  ic maj  he  hoe 
fee  down  in  a  'iuaen  lims :  bos  die  pawaige  ia  of  die  t^u  Viaoru^h  wr^  aod  5til  of  an  offhand  aai 


"*  Dnn  Xmiu  W«II,  tld  ^t^Tnuaiaai.'e.  7<m  irt  juing  »  be  narrea  root .'     Tis  raaulvc^.  h^t 
Z^iA  Pvdm.  So  A7«  m*  «ar. 

Z«m  /iM.i.  rW /*io4fjri«ir  jnir  'Aitf  lo*  mu  himAmw  i  /me  vitiMr. 
ZW»  P'i'im*  StU  "he  aaw.  I  w« '   jr.  sure  -iutn  «T«r.  r^noi-eii  w  '«ive  3iKhiiii|>. 
D*in  Jtk.%.  Lii^-«  iiicuni;'  wh.«.  I'si  Ji  !ji«v  a£  "hi*  -^r^  unte. 

.Dva  y^iAA    A  -vnmaa  ' 

/Jwa  P'id-rt^  Luiwiuie ' 

/Jwa  /ia«i.  Trw. 

T'fM  Pvirh  Asii  iinw  ame  yoa  n  '0^9  w:di  her  * 


Co.  die  ame  jar.  WYL  ^xahmei  made,  we  believe,  hia  im  arvaiceenrai  design  of  cehhii^, 
dua  'if  Caacie  Howard  in  T  irkaoir?.  'Jie  «as  jf  OUares^  uiini  Ear*  d  Cariaie :  who  w«  40  p&and 
wish  it.  dias  bem^  'lepntr  Eari-manoai  dtmxijp  :3e  ainohrr  if  -iie  Duk.4  of  Xortiilk.  "—t 
wfuhiwy  more  ipppipca&e,  we  nppoiw.  ra  ^.wa  b-m.  be  prawn ce*i  xm  widi  'iie  ^ibaid  of  C 


VANBEUGH.  xlyii 


Tboogb  marriage  be  a  lottery,  in  which  there  are  a  wondrous  many  blanka,  yet  there  ia  one 
laUe  lot,  m  «n&idk  the  omly  Juaven  on  earth  it  written.     Would  your  kind  fate  but  guide  your  hand 
V  tiMMigh  I  were  wr^t  in  all  that  luxury  itself  coud  clothe  me  with,  I  should  stfll  envy  you. 
Weartfret,  And  justly  too :  for  to  be  capablb  of  loving  one,  is  better  than  to  poetess  a  thousand** 

Provoked  Wife,  Act  v.,  Scene  4. 

• 

it  tbe  old  question  may  here  be  asked,  "  What  signify  one  or  two  passages  of  this  sort^  when  all 
■I  is  ao  dUKBrentl*  To  whieh  it  shoold  long  ago  have  been  answered,  eiwr^tn^  /  when  the 
9Me  Is  more  in  appearance  than  reality,  and  fighting  the  battles  of  yirtne  itself  by  nnnumViwgF 
cAenders  to  li. 

iUi  the  exception  of  a  defence  of  himself  agunst  Collier,  which  will  be  noticed  in  its  proper 
aad  tlie  ^spates  respecting  Blenhdm  with  the  Duchess  of  Marlborough,  we  know  not  of  a 
misedUmeouB  piece  of  writing  of  Yanbnigh's,  except  the  following  sprightly  yerses  in  Nichols's 
iuL  It  pooBctMcs,  we  fear,  not  a  little  of  his  nsnal  "  fiice,"  without  his  usual  good-nature ;  but 
hope  the  lady  knew  nothing  of  it  However,  if  she  added  "tyranny  "  to  want  of  beauty,  his 
iltingnw  to  please  her,  which  was  not  the  most  ill-natured  thing  in  the  world,  may  be  allowed 
e  had  aome  reascm  to  be  discontented. 

TO  A   LADY  MORE   CRUEL  THAN   PAIR. 

BT   MR.  ATTXBWABIXS  SIB  JOHH   TARBBUaH. 

Why  d*ye  with  such  disdain  refiise 

An  humble  lorer's  plea? 
Iffinoe  Heaven  denies  you  power  to  chuse. 

Yon  ought  to  value  me. 
Ungrateful  mistress  of  a  heart, 

Which  I  so  freely  gave, 
Though  weak  your  bow,  though  blunt  your  dart, 

I  soon  resign'dy  your  slave. 
Nor  was  I  weary  of  your  reign, 

Till  you  a  tyrant  grew. 
And  seem'd  regardless  of  my  pain. 

As  Nature  seemM  of  you. 
When  thousands  with  unerring  eyes 

Your  beauty  would  decry, 
What  graces  did  my  love  devise. 

To  give  their  truths  the  lie  I 
To  every  grove  I  told  your  charms. 

In  you  my  heaven  I  placed. 
Proposing  pleasures  in  your  arms, 

Which  none  but  I  could  taste. 

:,  yoo  certainly  are  an  impudent  dog  1 ") 

For  me  t*  admire,  at  such  a  rate. 

So  damn*d  a  face  (/)  will  prove 
You  have  as  little  cause  to  hate. 

As  I  had  cause  to  love. 


i«s  b:->^£ape:cal  asd  cBincAL  i^oticebl 


B790tt  Hask  Ap:G:-  aniji  bire  \ieea.  ks  if  &  "^ a?-  Seillw  ttwmi  ton,*  if  ke  dtOM  H^  tluui  tk 
wtsaas  ciZiBi  -Jua  rsk^  a  Uj^jof  ir  iJt  vent*  :  o^.  vaWtt  Hfmnn,  uf  that  be  "ipoilii^" 

ne  *  T-viii  EZnlf  *  <»  sa  Kseac;*  u-  vrne  b  cod^t  a  &  ii  «f  eritaol  JiMtwii  of  pliyft 
iwfczftii^sA.  C7tQ»  kftT«  f^^a  wtH  ttii  umaic^.  sai  tW^i  h  tke  completaii  cf  U 
pndBnamc  Ic:  iLe  icw^  od  am  Hke  n.  wp  a£  ik*  w hw  Rf«tt  tke  czperimoiL  OollMr,f 
I7  Fjkr;£ik&r'«  c»ra  BoracrL  lih£  jogiec  Ika.  3a»  aa  i^iiinwi  to  ihov  how  monl  ai 
L  W  oc(cjc  1«.  h  » 1^  any  cfa  Hiaek&Kk.  ^nyjCfcmt  froB  Xr.  KaavW^ 
vk&  a  a  BOA  isLpaiai  auour.  m  b  rrahcinr  vpam,  §teaamt,  nis  m  deprire  kb  dder  bralhtfi 
B  ih>  b:^  «rbS£^  rp»  ^x^ar  i^rcoci  3  hgyx  vi^  visaif  tkk  pMagnpfti»  ve  find  «■  km 
K4  &Brl«d  im  h  B  daaa  lack 

Ia  tL(  -  SccTchiu  C«&e«r  **  FmrqxkE^  loc^  kv  TrrtBR.  He  ikicv  knudtf  catir^f  ^Oi  kk 
BBziul  «f •cziUL  Bad  prodaoed  BocerdiuH  {me  of  ki»  v«rr  Ven  r«^r&.  la  evcfrtkay  roimertod  vtt 
h  W  m  fonsBise :  fee  ke  wm  ealj  r;«oa  grc«3^  fif  tnnk  sal  ilmmliia,  Bad  kit  ova  inpiHl 

diBva  frcvL  v^AS  ke  kkd  Mca  viik  ke  vw  «a  tke  nomxtiag  pai^  to  wkfak  it 
kof^fu^^e  frk»3»  ^  rtvi^  ike  Wicka.*  t»  vkoM  it  vai  dedieatoH,  fciikkrf 
M€ce  cf  tke  ckanAcn :  ike  f ^j  irw  vrtaea  m  ike  #;«« :  ki»  Cckael  Bad  kk  Gcacal  Bkti  k 
•Ixwd  Ctrrerr  Bad  tke  ]>cke  c^  C*na»d  :  ike  |na:qa!  rfrian*  jmMiv  vcre  TCprcMBtod  kj  Iki 
ben  mznix^r  rei:«Kn  Wlikft.  OV^ip.  EmncrL  aad  M2i.0U&»:  :  aad  h  gBiaed  tkat  kind  tf 
faonw  free  vLkk  tke  Bztkor  nic^t  bti-e  frevMca  ikBt  h  VN«jd  TctBsa  poHoami  «f  tkt  iltpi 
h  Lw  l«en  f^Bud  Vr  Xk^^  ca  tke  Bxikccitr  c^  aa  c4£  ladr  v^  RBCBkered  Fanfokor  tad  Hi 
letAkltiag  J*nj,  thu  /wtmt  &v7w?  w  Xr.  BtsteAcy.  at  tkas  ise  WBidea  «f  Skiewabaiy;  Aid 
awKker  (^  tke  J3S$i«»  VM  a  Xr  HiZ  of  tkat  ctr:  Woroy.  a  Xr.  Ow<a,  of  Rwiina;  JfcfiM^C 
Xitf  Han^are.  c^  Baindiae :  a&d  5Wrii.  tke  SaNcder't  dai^icr.  Phmti  vai^  of  oonne^  |i» 
a^^caeed  w  te  ^h'Tiwrff."  l«i  if  tke  p^^ftj.  »  h  »  Maened.  aad  »  yaakalih.  «w  wiittca  vitUil 
▼ear  cf  tke  "  Beacx-Sira^Azvsi.'  tke  caj  Caf<ua  evcM  oeSr  katv  Kwa  tke  imaciaaij  Fiuqnkar^ 
raj  ett:c£^  ve  6:'z\a  co^t.  vLije  w  a&Bciziar.  l«t  !a  kii  cvm  pcma.  la  t*"«"^  mairied 
Scfce^  vL>  Lad  a  crsdrt  acaiz53  Fan^ckar.  Ivraaae  ke  tkiMuit  kin  vaatiag  ia  acnt 
as:;r:':c:ed  tlrt  -^  -^itj--  n  "  c^  tbe  piar  to  tke  v^^^^V  |«rf .-vbbbm  c(  ks  Sriead  I^tcout.  «  Tfc« 
a  vji.'  b±  SBT?^  ~  i&  ET  1i=!lI-^  C'P  :Ak«.  tke  k=x«r  kit  ra  :yrvaa«  Kx'u  :  bat  it  ia  adminb^ 
9K:^^Aifid  :  T  lii  ar;>:«.'  Sw.-«ecinf  tiss  iaTie  a;4  aev^.-rtSed  "witk  tksF  cr^txiim.  Etoj  ckaiaela 
ia  tke  I'xct  •:/  aaj  p-r:4£i&eae>£.  2»  tkoccit  to  l«  a  cvsiriae  traaMnpt  frr-ia  aanre :  aad  tken  ill 
ekara  <4  axzj  a£.-i  r<»d-kncocr  tkzx>«:c^:ir:  it.  thu  esaivtf  5»  to  pcsi  il«  l«a  sal  leaat  liagid 
«r<B<r&ni:ia  =;•:•&  een^a  aati-MatiiDexitaZitxsw  vix-^  $«<«ue  peHnpa  w  too  Mack  oat  of  kk 
rs^i'-.^ATT  rj>cA  k=x<^cr  10  ck<oiie  10  cc«s^der  in  anj  li^t  ^d  oae.  We  mcb  to  breatke  tke  do^ 
frbt^  ra-dij-^ik-Ttp  air  cf  a  netsote  ev-tcrtrr  t^-vr^  aeurk^-Kivd  W  kovphaMe  eiegaaeeiL  Tk 
Kcrfj  zjJt  j*:Afaj.\s  viH  £nd  tkeir  k^T  ia  liff  lomekov.  aa  tke  S-^jmmi  kw  doae;  aad  tk 
ftao^  wj.  >:  uktn  ic>re  carv  of  by  tke  C-i:^  :im  kia^Te^  aad  bj  tke  cwd-aatxrcd  ."i^fna  too^tte 
tke  wsi^-.'T  a;  £7^  ka :  zi'cii:  suf-j^>».  Tke  a-va:»  are  a.-4  tke  l^ei.  w  bIIov  :  aad  la  tk 
»*:•■*?  '-^  \t'»*7  »i:ci  alv^v?  c;ic*Tc*  a  i^air-.  xhtj  ciciit  I*  iaiaiteZr  iBproTtd.  m  vedoak 
bC4  Uitj  v-r^  :k:%:^  If  t  fr:^  li*  a=s;«rv»  ^^taruriw  Wb<a  tke  Ken  mocab  anire.  cicijbo^; 
^iil  }t  M:  kap-^-ilT  ukt^  care  <4  a»  ik«  *-  lBdi«i^  '  tkesMirer  .^— aoi  tke  caw  cvnaialr  at  pci^at,  aei 
f«VT>ied  P.r  eren  Vt  tke  i-?w?e«iTie  etkics  v^f  dear.  exKr^ent  Rkkard  SmvIa. 

Tkt  If ^Irk-Jr  ^aeif«»  c-f  tke  *-  BArrnitizif  i>£o«f  *  kad  prplob^  tke  kafftert  cftci  vpoa  tk 
vm.^jsnirm  U  c-cr  actk-V»  Ke$t  aad  HKvt  fsevxMfzI  prnianMi.  tke  'Beaas- 
«X4f>s.*.  puBT.  Tkifh.  like  tke  ^-ae  jc«;  IBez:t:^^ced.  aad  tke  *-  lacvaitaai.*  b  a2«v*  aetod 
t^j:^  cBa  \jt  fyzsA.  Ii»  f<%-:>(  i»  aev.  sisip^e.  aad  istezwdair:  tke  e^nneta  varioai^  vitkoa 
^^/f^  '' '  *^  ^^^^"^^^  *r^-^t;lT  Bad  eki;aei^J4i.- :  tke  mcial  K4d.  kcahkr.  ^^VtSraWir.  im 
4viVt  a£0Sed  ia  '^r^  ::=.«.  »h«i  sor.isix<s»  was  a  £a^bk^B.  An^a-  aad  AimmrO,  vko  aet  oa 
a#  rjtr*  atrla-isns,  prr/T*  in  tke  ead  tree  cestkxcn.  c&rdid.  c\Mij^-ie&tsoaA.  aad  jij  111  ii  Seni 
mA  fUmMfnfx:.  tkmcl*  let  a  KrrB&t  aad  aa  iaake^per.  aw  qooubie  Mk>«a  botk.  aad  kare 
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■,'•  MUlamamiy  than  anj  Bomdind  that  erer  appeared  on  the  Btage.  Some  bow,  this  Bort  of  aequiied 
)  is  aiflve  a  thing  of  coitiime,  of  air  and  nianner;  and  in  comedy,  or  on  the  comic  Btage,  the  light  and. 
» te  tiiffingy  sapeifidal,  and  agreeable,  bears,  perbaps,  rightful  swaj  over  that  which  toacbe*  the 
■^  or  irgfiimtit  the  fiuwj. — ^There  ia  a  callouaneaa  in  the  wont  chancten  in  the  "  Waj  of  the  World,** 
(aJ4  aa^  hb  wife  and  JffV.  Jfanoood,  not  Tery  pleasant ;  and  a  grossness  in  the  absurd  ones,  such  as 
Wukfort  and  Sir  Wiffidj  which  is  not  a  little  amusing.  Witwond  wishes  to  disclaim,  as  fiur  as  be 
relatiooahip  to  this  last  character,  and  aaja,  **  be  is  but  his  half-brother  ;  **  to  which  Mirabeli  makes 
— "  Then,  perhaps,  he*s  but  half  a  fooL**  Peg  is  an  admirable  caricature  of  rustic  awkwardness  and 
tj,  whids  is  carried  to  excess  without  anj  offence,  from  a  sense  of  contrast  to  the  refinement  of  the 
hsfacters  in  the  plaj.    The  description  of  Lady  WtAfo/ri^M  &ce  is  a  perfect  jnece  of  painting.     The 

style  in  this  aathor  at  times  amounts  to  poetry.  Waitwdlf  who  personates  Sir  Rowland,  and  Faibltf 
oplioe  in  the  matrimonial  scheme  upon  her  mistress,  hang  as  a  dead  weight  upon  the  plot  Thcj  are 
olsin  the  hands  of  Mirabdi,  and  want  lifo  and  interest.  Congreve^s  characters  can  all  of  them  9pe$k 
tj  are  mere  madiines  when  they  come  to  act.  Our  author's  superiority  deserted  him  almost  entirely 
I  wit.  His  aeiioas  and  trsgie  poetry  is  firigid  and  jejune  to  an  unaccountable  degree.  His  forte  was 
o^ptioQ  of  actoal  manners,  whether  elegant  or  absurd ;  and  when  he  could  not  deride  the  one  or 
ih  the  other,  hb  attempts  at  romantic  passion  or  imaginary  enthusiasm  are  forced,  abortire,  and  ridiculous, 
BOB  plsfc      The  description  of  the  ruins  of  a  temple  in  the  beginning  of  the  **  Mourning  Bride,**  was 

■tietdi  of  his  poetic  genius.     It  has,  however,  been  oyer-rated,  particularly  by  Dr.  Johnson,  who 

Bve  dime  nearly  as  well  himself  for  a  single  passsge  in  the  same  style  of  moralising  and  sentimental 

ion.    To  justify  this  general  censure,  and  to  show  how  the  lightest  and  most  graceful  wit  degenerates 

t  heaviest  and  most  bombastic  poetry,  1  will  give  one  description  out  of  his  tragedy,  wliich  will  be 

It  is  the  ^eech  which  Chmmiez  addresses  to  Almtria  : 

*<  Be  every  day  of  your  long  life  like  this. 
The  sun,  bright  conquest,  and  your  brighter  eyes 
Have  all  conspired  to  blaze  promiscuous  light, 
And  bless  this  day  mith  most  unequal  lustre. 
Your  royal  fitther,  my  victorious  lord, 
Loaden  witli  spoils,  and  ever-living  laurel. 
Is  entering  now,  in  martial  pomp,  the  palace. 
Five  hundred  mules  {wecedc  his  solemn  march. 
Which  groan  beneath  the  weight  of  Moorish  wealth. 
Chariots  of  war,  adom'd  with  glittering  gems. 
Succeed  ;  and  next,  a  hundred  neighing  steeds. 
White  as  the  fleecy  rain  on  Alpine  hills ; 
That  bound,  and  foam,  and  champ  the  golden  bit, 
As  they  disdained  the  victory  they  grace. 
Prisoners  of  war  in  shining  fetters  follow : 
And  captains  of  the  noblest  blood  of  Afric 
Sweat  by  his  chariot-wheels,  and  lick  and  grind. 
With  gnashing  teeth,  the  duRt  his  triumphs  raifte. 
The  swarming  populace  spread  every  wall. 
And  cling,  as  if  with  claws  they  did  enforce 
Their  hold,  through  clifted  stones  stretching  nnd  staring 
As  if  they  were  all  eyes,  and  every  limb 
Would  feed  its  faculty  of  admiration. 
While  you  alone  retire,  and  shun  this  sight ; 
This  sight,  which  is  indeed  not  seen  (though  twice 
The  multitude  should  gaze)  in  absence  of  your  eyes.^* 

■ige  seems,  in  part,  an  imitation  of  Bolingbroke*s  entry  into  London.  The  style  is  as  different  from 
are,  as  it  is  from  that  of  Wkwoud  and  Petulant,  It  is  plain  that  the  imagination  of  the  author  could 
t  itself  above  the  burlesque.  His  Mask  of  Semele,  Judgment  of  Paris,  and  other  occasional  poems,  are 
I  would  not  advise  any  one  to  read  them,  or  if  I  did,  they  would  not. 
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W  vcherley  vn»  before  CoDgrere ;  and  hia  **  Countiy  Wife  **  will  last  longer  than  anTthing  of  CQi^[itW^| 
as  a  popular  acting  play.  It  if  only  a  pity  tliat  it  ii  not  entirely  his  own  ;  hat  it  is  enongh  so  ta 
him  never-ceaung  honour,  for  the  best  things  are  his  own.  His  humour  is,  in  genertl,  braada^ 
characters  more  natural,  and  his  incidents  more  striking,  than  Congreve*s.  It  may  be  said  of  Coognw- 
that  the  workmanship  overlays  the  materials :  in  Wychcrley,  the  casting  of  the  parts  and  the  fiible  an 
Lxilifficient  to  ensure  success.  We  forget  Congreve's  characters,  and  only  remember  what  they  say:  V| 
y  remember  Wycherley's  characters,  and  the  incidents  they  meet  with,  just  as  if  they  were  real,  and  forget 
I  they  say,  comparatively  speaking.  Miss  Peggy  (or  Mrs.  Mcvrgery  Pinchiw^e)  is  a  character  that  will 
*{ver,  I  should  hope  ;  and  even  when  the  original  is  no  more,  if  that  should  ever  be,  while  self-will,  luilwUfc 
art,  and  ignorance  are  to  bo  found  in  the  same  person,  it  will  be  just  as  good  and  as  intelligible  aa  evcr'in  tt*'^ 
description,  because  it  is  built  on  first  principles,  and  brought  out  in  the  fullest  and  broadest  manner.  AgU^-' 
in  Molly's  play,  has  a  great  deal  of  the  sbme  unconscious  impulse  and  heedless  ntuveU,  but  hers  ii  siinli—  ; 
talised  and  varnished  over  (in  the  French  fashion)  with  long-winded  apologies  and  analytical  distinct^onii  ft  ; 
wants  the  same  simple  force  and  home  truth.  It  b  not  so  direct  and  downright.  Miu  Ptggy  it  not 
novice  in  casuistry :  she  blurts  out  her  meaning  before  she  knows  what  she  is  saying,  and  she  ipeaka  bcr 
by  her  actions  oftener  than  by  her  words.  The  outline  of  the  plot  is  the  same ;  but  the  point-blank  hits 
master-strokes,  the  sudden  thoughts  and  delightful  expedients,  such  as  her  changing  the  letters,  tlie 
her  husband  plump  in  the  Park  as  she  is  running  away  from  him  as  &st  aa  her  heels  can  cany  her,  Imt 
turned  out  of  doors  by  her  jealous  booby  of  a  husband,  and  sent  by  him  to  her  lover  disguised  aa  ^lieM,lNt 
sister-in-law — occur  first  in  the  modem  play.  There  are  scarcely  any  incidents  or  sitaationa  on  the 
which  tell  like  these  for  pantomimic  effect,  which  give  such  tingling  to  the  blood,  or  ap  completely 
away  the  breath  with  expectation  and  surprise.  Miss  Prut,  in  **  Love  for  Love,"  is  a  lirely  reflection  ofJfMI 
Peggy i  but  witliout  the  bottom  and  weight  of  mctaL  Hoyden  is  a  match  for  her  in  constitution  and  ooai|kl| 
effect,  as  Corinna,  in  the  *'  Confederacy,**  is  in  mischief,  but  without  the  wit.  Mrs.  Jordan  used  to  phgr  ■■ 
these  characters :  and  as  she  played  them,  it  was  hard  to  know  which  was  best  Pmchwife  or  Moody,  {«■  ht 
is  at  present  called)  is,  like  others  of  Wycherley's  moral  characters,  too  rustic,  abrupt,,  and  cynicaL  H0  ii  ft 
more  disagreeable,  but  less  tedious  character  than  the  husband  of  Agnes,  and  both  seem,  by  all  accoimt%  Ii 
have  been  rightly  served.  The  character  of  Sparkish  is  quite  new,  and  admirably  hit  off.  He  is  an  ezqokili 
and  suflfocating  coxcomb ;  a  pretender  to  wit  and  letters,  without  common  understanding,  or  the  use  of  Ui 
senses.  The  class  of  character  is  thoroughly  exposed  and  understood ;  but  he  persists  in  his  abanrd  eondncl 
so  far,  that  it  becomes  extravagant  and  disgusting,  if  not  incredible,  from  mere  weakness  and  foppery.  Ttt 
there  is  something  in  him  that  we  are  inclined  to  tolerate  at  first,  as  his  professing  that  **  with  him  a  wit  ii  thi 
first  title  to  respect;**  and  we  regard  his  unwillingness  to  be  pushed  out  of  the  room,  and  coming  back,  fai 
spite  of  their  teeth,  to  keep  the  company  of  wits  and  raillers,  as  a  fitvourablo  omen.  But  he  utterly  disgiMH 
his  pretensions  before  he  has  done.  With  all  his  fiiults  and  absurdities,  he  is,  however,  a  much  less  oflhuifv 
character  than  Tattle, — Homer  is  a  stretch  of  probability  in  the  first  concoction  of  that  ambiguous  dbantcta 
(for  he  does  not  appear  at  present  on  the  stage  as  Wycherley  mode  him) ;  but  notwithstanding  the  indeoeney 
and  indirectness  of  the  means  he  employs  to  carry  his  plans  into  effect,  he  deserves  every  sort  of  considenUku 
and  forgiveness,  both  for  the  display  of  his  own  ingenuity,  and  the  deep  insight  he  discovers  into  hnnaa 
nature — such  as  it  was  in  the  time  of  Wycherley.  The  author  has  commented  on  this  character,  and  Iks 
double  meaning  of  the  name  in  his  **  Plain  Dealer,"  borrowing  the  remarks,  and  almost  the  very  woids  sf 
Moli^ro,  who  has  brought  forward  and  defended  his  own  work  against  the  objections  of  the  precise  part  of  kb 
audience,  in  his  Critique  de  VEcolc  des  Femmes.  There  is  no  great  harm  in  these  occasional  plagiarian% 
except  that  they  make  one  uncomfortable  at  other  times,  and  distrustful  of  the  originality  of  the  whde^— 
'  The  Plain  Dealer  '*  is  Wycherley's  next  best  work ;  and  is  a  most  severe  and  poignant  m<Mral  satire. 
There  is  a  heaviness  about  it,  indeed,  an  extravagance,  an  overdoing  both  in  the  style,  the  pl<^  and 
characters ;  but  the  truth  of  feeling  and  the  force  of  interest  prevail  over  every  objection.  The  character  of 
Mamly,  the  Plain  XkaleTf  is  violent,  repulsive,  and  uncouth,  which  is  a  fault,  though  one  that  seems  te 
have  been  intended  for  the  sake  of  contrast ;  for  the  portrait  of  consummate,  artful  hypocrisy  in  OUvta,  h, 
perhaps,  rendered  more  striking  by  it.  The  indignation  excited  against  this  odious  and  pernicious  quality  by 
the  masterly  exposure  to  which  it  is  here  subjected,  is  **  a  discipline  of  humanity.**  No  one  can  read  this 
play  attentively  without  being  the  better  for  it  as  long  as  he  lives.  It  penetrates  to  the  core ;  it  shows  the 
immorality  and  hateful  effects  of  duplicity,  by  showing  it  fixing  its  harpy  fangs  in  the  heart  of  an  honest  and 
worthy  man.  It  is  worth  ten  volumes  of  sermons.  The  scenes  between  Manly  after  his  return,  OUviOf 
Plausible,  and  Novd,  are  instructive  examples  of  unblushing  impudence,  of  shallow  pretensions  to  principlif 
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Dick.  Af  my  heart  can  wish. 

Brcut.  You  are  sure  on*tP 

JHck,  Sure  on't 

Bra$»,  Why  then,  ceremony  aaide — [PuJttmg  imhitluW] — ^you  and  I  mutt  haTO  a  litUa  talk,  Mr. 

Dick,  Ah,  Brass,  what  art  thou  going  to  do  ?  woH  ruin  me  ? 

BtVM.  Look  you,  Dick,  few  words ;  you  are  in  a  smooth  way  of  making  your  fortune ;  I  hop»  tU  i4| 
roll  on.     But  how  do  you  intend  matters  shall  pass  *twizt  you  and  me  in  this  baaine«  f 

Dick,  Death  and  furies  !     What  a  time  dost  take  to  Ulk  on't  ? 

JBrcui,  Good  words,  or  1  betray  you  ;  they  have  already  heard  of  one  Mr.  Amlet  in  the  lioiise. 

Dick.  Here 's  a  son  of  a  whore.  f^iUk 

Bran.  In  short,  look  smooth,  and  be  a  good  prince.  I  am  your  Yalet,  *ti8  true :  your  footmaii,  tooMliai^ 
which  I*m  enraged  at ;  but  you  have  always  had  the  ascendant,  I  confess  :  when  we  were  adiooUiBUoii^ivir- 
made  me  carry  your  books,  make  your  exercise,  own  your  rogueries,  and  sometimes  take  m  whipfiing  ftr 
When  we  were  fellow-'prentices,  though  I  was  your  senior,  you  made  me  open  the  shop,  dean  nj 
shoes,  cut  last  at  dinner,  and  eat  all  the  crust.  In  our  sins  too,  I  must  own  yon  still  kept  me  under;  jm 
soared  up  to  adultery  with  the  mistiness,  while  I  was  at  humble  fornication  with  the  maid.  Nay,  in  <mt\ 
punishments  you  still  made  good  your  post  {  for  when  once  upon  a  time  I  was  sentenced  but  to  be  whiffd^l; 
cannot  deny  but  you  were  condemned  to  be  hanged.  So  that  in  all  things,  I  most  confess,  yoor 
have  been  greater  and  nobler  than  mme ;  however,  I  cannot  consent  that  jroa  should  at  onoe  fix  fortnat  Af 
life,  and  I  dwell  in  my  humilities  for  the  rest  of  my  days. 

Dick,  Hark  thee.  Brass,  if  I  do  not  most  nobly  by  thee,  I'm  a  dog. 

Bran.  And  when  ? 

Dick.  As  soon  as  ever  I  am  married. 

Broat.  Ay,  the  plague  take  thee. 

Dick.  Then  you  mistrust  me  ? 

Bran.  I  do,  by  my  faith .  Look  you,  sir,  some  folks  we  mistrust,  because  we  don*t  know  them  :  odien  «• 
mistrust,  because  we  do  know  them  :  and  for  one  of  these  reasons  I  desire  there  may  be  a  baif;ain  hnfofohiaif 
if  not — (raidng  hit  voice) — look  ye,  Dick  Amlet — 

Dick,  Soft,  my  dear  friend  and  companion.  The  dog  will  ruin  me — lAHde],  Say,  what  b*twill  oosliat 
thee? 

BroBt.  O  ho  1 

Dick,  But  how  canst  thou  be  such  a  barbarian  ? 

Bran,  I  learnt  it  at  Algiers. 

Dick,  Come,  make  thy  Turkish  demand  then. 

BroMi,  You  know  you  gave  me  a  bank-bill  this  coming  to  receive  for  you. 

Dick.  I  did  so,  of  fifty  pounds ;  *tis  thine.     So,  now  thou  art  satisfied ;  all  b  fixed. 

Bran,  It  is  not  indeed.     There 's  a  diamond  necklace  you  robbed  your  mother  of  e*en  now. 

Dick,  Ah,  you  Jew  1 

Bran.  No  words. 

Dick.  My  dear  Brass ! 

Bran.  1  insist. 

Dick.  My  old  Mend 

Bran.  Dick  Amlet — (rainng  his  voice) — I  insist. 

Dick,  Ah,  the  cormorant  ~[^nc2e].     Well,  *tis  thine  :  thou  It  never  thrive  with  it« 

Bran.  When  I  find  it  begins  to  do  uie  mischief,  I'll  give  it  you  again.    But  I  must  have  a  wedding  siit* 

Dick,  Well. 

Brass.  A  stock  of  linen. 

Dick.  Enough. 

Bran,  Not  yet — a  silver-hilted  sword. 

Dick,  Well,  thou  shalt  have  that  too.     Now  thou  hast  everything. 

Bran.  Heaven  forgive  me,  I  forgot  a  ring  of  remembrance.     I  would  not  forget  all  these  fitvonrs  fci  the 
world  :  a  sparkling  diamond  will  be  always  playing  in  my  eye,  and  put  me  in  mind  of  them. 

Dick,  This  unconscionable  rogue ! — {Aiide},     Well,  1*11  bespeak  one  for  thee. 

Bran,  Brilliant. 

Dick,  It  shalL     But  if  the  thing  donH  succeed  after  all — 
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A»  long  as  men  are  false  and  women  rain. 
Whilst  gold  continues  to  be  virtue's  bane, 
In  pointed  satire  Wychxrlky  shall  reign. 

EVBLYii 


// 


LOVE  IN  A  WOOD;  OR,  ST.  JAMES'S  PARK. 

9  (iTonulr)). 


—  Ezdudit  sanos  Ilclicone  puctas 
DemocrituSi — ^IIohat. 


TO  HER  GRACE 

THE  DUCHESS  OF  CLEVELAND. 

SIadam,, — ^An  antfion  whaterer  in  thdr  dedication  are  poets ;  but  I  am  now  to  write  to  a  lady  who  stands  as  litfto 

of  flattery,  as  her  beauty  of  art ;  otherwise  I  should  prove  as  ill  a  poet  to  her  in  my  dedication,  as  to  my  reader 

fliBy  play.    I  can  do  your  Grace  no  honour,  nor  make  you  more  admirers  than  you  have  already  ;  yet  I  can  ao  myself 

to  let  the  world  know  I  am  the  greatest  you  have.  You  will  pardon  me.  Madam,  for  you  know  it  is  very  hard 

Ifeanew  anthor,  and  poet  too,  to  gOYcm  his  ambition :  for  poets,  let  them  pass  in  the  world  ever  so  muoh  for  modest, 

.  men,  but  begin  praise  to  others  which  concludes  in  themselres ;  and  are  like  rooks,  who  lend  people  money  but 

i  tivia  it  bade  again,  and  so  leave  them  in  debt  to  'em  for  nothing ;  they  offer  laurel  and  incense  to  their  heroes,  but 

Hv  it  themselves,  and  perfume  themselves^    This  is  true.  Madam,  upon  the  honest  word  of  an  author  who  never  yet 

Itntt  dedication.   Yet  though  I  cannot  lie  like  them,  I  am  as  vain  as  they ;  and  cannot  but  publicly  give'yonr  Grace  my 

[inbie  acknowledgments  for  the  favours  I  bare  received  from  yon : — this,  I  say,  is  the  poet's  gratitude,  which,  in 

EagOsh,  it  only  pride  and  ambition ;  and  that  the  world  might  know  your  Grace  did  me  the  honour  to  see  my 

\fKj  twice  togetiier.    Yet,  perliaps,  my  enviers  of  your  favour  will  suggest  'twas  in  Lent,  and  therefore  for  your 

Then,  as  a  Jealous  author,  I  am  concerned  not  to  have  your  Grace's  favours  lessened,  or  rather  mj 

and  to  let  them  know,  you  were  pleased,  after  that,  to  command  a  copy  from  me  of  this  play ; — the  only  way, 

j  liftoat  beauty  and  wit,  to  win  a  poor  poet's  heart.    Tis  a  sign  your  Grace  understands  nothing  better  than  obliging 

1 4  the  world  after  the  best  and  most  proper  manner.    But,  Madam,  to  be  obliging  to  tliat  excess  as  yon  are  (pardon 

>(,ifltell  yon,  out  of  my  extreme  concern  and  service  for  your  Grace)  is  a  dangcrouB  qiuility,  and  may  be  very 

ikmnnode  to  you  ;  for  civility  makes  poets  as  troublesome,  as  charity  makes  beggars ;  and  your  Grace  will  be  hereafter 

Himicb  pestered  with  such  scurvy  offerings  as  this,  poems,  panegyrics,  and  the  like,  as  you  are  now  wUii  petitions : 

\  <M,  Hadam,  take  it  from  me,  no  man  with  papers  in  's  hand  is  more  dreadful  than  a  poet ;  no,  not  a  lawyer  with  his 

4darations.    Your  Grace  sure  did  not  well  consider  what  ye  did,  in  sending  for  my  play :  you  little  thought  I  would 

^ive  had  the  confidence  to  send  you  a  dedication  too      But,  Madam,  you  find  I  am  as  unreasonable,  and  havq  as  little 

^^Mucience,  aa  if  I  had  driven  the  poetic  trade  longer  than  I  have,  and  ne'er  contiider  you  had  enough  of  the  play.    But 

(ktving  suffered  now  so  severely)  I  beseech  your  Grace,  have  a  care  for  tlie  future  ;  take  nny  counsel,  and  be  (if  you  can 

lOBble)  as  proud  and  ill-natured  as  other  people  of  quality,  since  your  quiet  is  so  much  concerned,  and  Kince  you 

Wemore  reason  than  any  to  value  yourself : — for  you  have  that  perfection  of  beauty  (without  thinking  it  so)  which 

of  your  sex  but  think  they  have ;  tliat  generosity  in  your  actions  which  others  of  your  quality  have  only  in 

promiaes;  that  spirit,  wit  and  Judgment,  and  all  other  qualifications  which  fit  heroes  to  command,  and  would 

any  but  your  Grace  proud.    I  begin  now,  elevated  by  my  subject,  to  write  witli  the  emotion  and  fury  of  a 

poet,  yet  the  Integrity  of  an  historian  ;  and  I  could  never  be  weary— nay,  sure  this  were  my  only  way  to  make  my 

nsdcn  nerer  weary  too,  though  they  were  a  more  impatient  generation  of  people  than  they  are.    In  fine,  speaking 

Aims  of  yoor  Grace,  I  should  please  all  the  world  but  you ;  therefore  I  muht  once  observe  and  obey  you  against  my 

will,  and  say  no  more,  than  that  I  am,  Madam,  your  Grace's  most  obliged,  and  most  humble  servant, 

WILLIAM  WVCHERLEY. 
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f   Mt^  VrxcEWT,      y  Young  OentUnun  of  the  Town. 
XMr.  VAUcrnjra,  j 
]/  Aldbkmaiv  Gripb,  teemingly  preeistt  but  a  eovetouif 
f  lecherous,  old  Usurer  of  the  City. 

I     fiot  SiMojr  ADnLBPLOT^  a  Coxcomb,  always  in  pursuit 
I  iif  Women  qf  great  Fortunes. 

1      Ma.  DAP^nwiT,  a  brisk,  conceited,  haf/'wHted  Fellow 
K         ^Uke  Town, 


Cmjuvtiwa,  mLitimNs'a  Mistress.^ 
LvDCA,  RAironi'i  Mistress. 


Mv  Lady  Yuppast,  Gripk'b  Sister,  Sn  a  (Tee  ted  Widow 
in  distress /or  a  Husband,  though  stiU  declaiming 
against  Marriage. 

Mrs.  Martha,  Gripk's  Daughter 

Mrs.  Joynkr,  a  Match-maker,  or  precise  CUjcSatSif^  ^ 

Mrs.  Crossbitb,  an  old  cheating  jui,  and  hawd  to  her 
Daughter. 

Miss  Lurv,  her  Daughter. 
^. 'Isabel,  Christima's  Woman. 

LaoNORE,  Servant  to  L\di a. 

Croshbitk's  Landlord,  and  ht»  Prentices,  Servants* 
Waiters,  ;tXsr  Attendants. 


SCENE,— London. 
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JIm.  Dill  yoa  talk  with  her  ? 

JOmp.  Yes,  she  is  one  of  your  brisk  silly  baggages. 

Am.  Tis  she,  'tis  she  ! — I  was  afraid  I  saw  her 
Wfiora ;  let  us  follow  'em  :  prithee  make  haste. — 
[JjHfe.]  'Tis  LydU.  lExtunt 

WKmter,  at  the  other  door,  Ltdia  and  Mjr  Lady  FuppAirr 
^-OAmnwiT  aiMl  Ramssb  /Morning  them  at  a  distance* 

Lffd,  They  follow  as  yet,  I  fear. 

PRp,  You  do  not  fear  it,  certainly ;  otherwise 
fM  wonkl  not  have  encouraged  them. 

IfdL  For  Hearoi's  sake,  madam,  waive  your 
fasiul  a  little,  and  let  us  pass  by  your  coach,  and 
IS  OB  fbot  to  your  acquaintance  in  the  old  PalUmali : 
fcr  1  would  not  bedisooTered  by  the  man  that  came 
ip  hat  to  ni.  lExeunt 

SCENE  II. — Christina's  Lodging. 

Enter  CHaismrA  and  Isabsl. 

Im,  For  Heaven's  sake,  undressyourself,  madam  ! 
They'll  not  return  to-night :  all  people  have  left 
the  Park  an  hour  ago. 

Chri.  What  uTi  o'clock  ? 

/m.  Tis  past  one. 

CkrL  It  cannot  be  ! 

Im,  I  thought  that  time  had  only  stolen  from 
Wppy  lovers  : — the  disconsolate  have  nothing  to 
i»  bat  to  tell  the  clock. 

Chri.  I  can  only  keep  account  with  my  mis- 


/«•.  I  am  glad  they  are  not  innumerable. 

Ckru  And,  truly,  my  undeigoing  so  often  your 
■pertinency  is  not  the  least  of  them. 

/so.  I  am  then  more  glad,  madam,  for  then  they 
[/  eonot  be  great ;  and  it  is  in  my  power,  it  seems. 
i'  to  mllSe  you  in  part  happy,  if  1  could  but  hold 
;  this  villanous  tongue  of  mine :  but  then  let  the 
/  people  of  the  town  hold  their  tongues  if  they  will, 
ki  I  cannot  but  tell  you  what  they  say. 

Chri.  Whnt  do  they  say  ? 

Jsa.  Faith,  madam^  I  am  afraid  to  tell  you,  now 
I  think  on't. 

Chri.   Is  it  so  ill  ? 

Jsa.  O,  such  base,  unworthy  things  ! 

Chii.  Do  they  say  I  was  really  Clerimont's 
wench,  as  he  boasted  ;  and  that  the  ground  of  the 
^Barrel  betwixt  Valentine  and  him  was  not  Valen- 
tine's  vindication  of  my  honour,  but  Clerimont's 
jealousy  of  him  ? 

Isa.  Worse,  worse  a  thousand  times ! — such  vil- 
lanous things  to  the  utter  ruin  of  your  reputation ! 

Chri.  What  are  they  ? 

Isa.  Faith,  madam,  you'll  be  angry :  'tis  the 
(Ad  trick  of  lovers  to  hate  their  informers,  after 
they  have  made  'em  such. 

Chri.  I  will  not  be  angry. 

Ita.  They  say  then,  since  Mr.  Valentine^s  flying 
into  France,  you  are  grown  mad,  have  put  yourself 
into  mourning,  live  in  a  dark  room,  where  you'll 
ice  nol>ody,  nor  take  any  rest  day  or  night,  but 
rave  and  talk  to  yourself  perpetually. 

Chri.  Now,  what  else  ? 

Ita.  But  the  surest  sign  of  your  madness  is, 
they  say,  because  you  are  desperately  resolved  (in 
ease  my  lord  Clerimont  should  die  of  his  wounds) 
to  transport  yourself  and  fortune  into  France  to 
Mr.  Valentine  :  a  mau  that  has  not  a  groat  to 
return  you  in  exchange. 


Chri,  All  this,  hitherto,  is  true;  now  to  the 
rest. 

Ita.  Indeed,  madam,  I  have  no  more  to  tell 
i  you.     I  was  sorry,  I'm  sure,  to  hear  so  much  of 
any  lady  of  mine. 

Chri.  Insupportable  insolence ! 

Ita,  [Aside.}  This  is  some  revenge  for  my  want 
of  sleep  to-night. — [Xiiocking  at  the  door.}  So,  I 
hope  my  old  second  is  come  ;  'tis  seasonable  relief. 

lEjrtt- 

Chri.  Unhappy  Valentine !  couldst  thou  but 
see  how  soon  thy  absence  and  misfortunes  have 
disbanded  all  thy  friends,  and  turned  thy  slaves  all 
ren^adoes,  thou  sure  wouldst  prize  my  only  faith- 
ful heart  1 

Enter  mjf  Lady  Flippant,  Lyina,  and  Isabbl. 

Flip.  Hail,  faithful  shepherdess!  but,  truly,  I 

had  not  kept  my  word  with  you,  in  coming  back 

!  to-night,  if  it  had  not  been  for   this  lady,  who 

'  has  her  intrigues  too  with  the  fellows  aa  well  as 

you. 

Lyd.  Madam,  imder  my  lady  Flippant's  pro- 
tectioi^I  am  confident  to  beg  yours ;  being  just 
now  pfl^fid  out  of  the  Park  by  a  relation  of  mine, 
by  who^^uteports  me  extremely  not  to  be  dis- 
covered : — ftKocking  at  the  door.  ]  but  1  fear  he  is 
now  at  the  door. — [  To  Isabel,  who  goes  out.]  Let 
me  desire  you  to  deny  me  to  him  courageously  ;^ 
for  he  will  hardly  believe  he  can  be  mistaken  iu  me. 

Chri.  In  such  an  occasion,  where  impudence  is 
requisite,  she  will  ser\'e  you  as  faithfully  aa  you 
can  wish,  madam. 

Fiip.  Come,  come,  madam,  do  not  upbraid  her 
with  her  assurance,  a  qualiUcation  that  only  fits 
her  for  a  lady's  service.  A  fine  woman  of  the 
town  can  be  no  more  without  a  woman  that  can 
make  an  excuse  with  assurance,  than  she  can  be 
without  a  glass,  certainly. 

Chri.  She  needs  no  advocate. 

Flip.  How  can  any  one  alone  manage  an 
amorous  intrigue?  though  the  birds  are  tame, 
somebody  must  help  draw  the  net.  If  'twere 
not  for  a  woman  that  could  make  an  excuse  with 
assurance,  how  should  we  wheedle,  jilt,  trace,  dis- 
covefp  countermine,  undermine,  and  blow  up  the 
stinking  fellows?  which  is  all  the  pleasure  I  receive, 
or  design  by  them  ;  for  I  never  admitted  a  man  to 
my  conversation,  but  for  his  punishment,  certainly. 

Chri.  Nobody  will  doubt  that,  certainly. 

Re-enter  Isabel. 

Isa.  Madam,  the  gentleman  will  not  be  mis- 
taken :  he  says  you  are  here,  he  saw  you  come  in  ; 
he  is  your  relation,  his  name 's  Ranger,  and  is 
come  to  wait  upon  you  home.  I  had  much  ado  to 
keep  him  from  coming  up. 

Lyd.  [7*0  Christina.]  Madam,  for  Heaven's 
sake,  help  me  !  *tis  yet  in  your  power ;  if  but, 
while  I  retire  into  your  dining-room,  you  will 
please  to  personate  me,  and  own  yourself  for  her 
lie  pursued  out  of  the  Park  :  you  are  in  mourning 
too,  and  your  stature  so  much  mine  it  will  not 
contradict  you. 

Chri.  I  am  sorry,  madam,  I  must  dispute  any 
command  of  yours.  I  have  made  a  resolution  to 
see  the  face  of  no  man,  till  an  unfortunate  friend 
of  mine,  now  out  of  the  kingdom,  return. 

I. yd.  13y  that  friend,  and  by  the  hopes  you 
have  to  see  him,  let  me  conjure  you  to  keep  me 
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ACT  IT. 


I,  «1m  hcve  been  in  Spain, 

kqpt  a^  ■ly^ngkter  a  twelve- 

of  Ikt,  look  jov? 


'Mck.  vrv.  aac 

<;*^.  T«.  R-  — :^jiir.:  B«s  :^  i^At  wH  jmr  mmi±.  fcr 

e«W«Iufc«e.  lAoBtAm 

Mn.  Csm.,  HcV4,  bsU.  fir.  1  awt  Ike  yj«  ff«ft.  Jf-^  d 
c  I  vifft  I  okmU  kecy  wc  <4C     He  a  ^kaesac- 

ht*  a  ckMor,  a  am.  a  wr  cs««i.  «ii£  Crr.  W«A.«U  Firaalitr,  if  yoa  kad  not  keptap 

t^M^^1ite<.  yjT  flii^^iMi.!  —  — el  bad ncier Seated  yoa 

I^.  IfininBTKnaadbett:  IcbenbBlbf  »T     rfbiw-  ^^  .   .    ,_^         ^_ ,. 

:  Iiwn  ivW«t«^-I^tt  k««i»Mria  TV»MTfcriiibyb»e««brtiny'd, 


ACT  IV, 


SCENE  1  — -I  *«*«  »»  IVy  Dinfrc"*  H 

jrt./w9L  ^w:   ►  Tw- •■»/»'*»»**  *  ««.«■  •#*'•..  **«  «  fhwa*^ 
ii#ffftr-  ■»     -  «*«  «  r^ftrwr  cfcmi:  •■*  fciv*..    Hit^P 

jf  4MUL  T*'^  «e«  v-a:  a  f  .vC  ir<rf  a^  make  t£  mt* 
1i  ^"t  ««(eaabO(Mra»;«r  m  'irx«r  ^Ma  tl  At 

Hv^  Ha     ^  '  lit 

Jf  ^k<L  Nay,  y,"«  any  lavc^^  ^t»  ^tr  r*Ci,  1  as 
tvwwir  a*  Twi««f  ^at  iv«  a»  r»  hf>  wfln  tin 

Kif^  ^liT,  i,^  y.-«t  .-ai  a:»  cnpimsm^  ymcMif 
IXt  a  $^«u:».  Wlwf  T«  ^wc  |iiiTauAra»  sciL. 
a>»j  iW  <ravvit 

l>*  S«^ih^  ^a^^rp  a«*j  " 

K»J^    1^  "h»  a*  V-oif  a*  Af  rwnA  *»«-£,  an*L 

M^vi*4k  Jla?*»*  «^  vA*  ti*V  >«ar^  *:t  a>  wwr  tv 
he  hi»^  a*  )A  iV  Yiin^K-Mw^*  *  i»«i ;  hfii  t:  htrt  ^ 
ittf^  iW  Ji^^  V*»t»jt  >^»kwl;  >«raK7«.  Wer  anr-  1  an. 

W«rk  Waf*  *«>  ft^nft.  hn     >*>•*' 

Mam     Vn)^  ^  \»^^L-^^^^  AaJ  *  *\MftW.  »  "  ^"W. 

naXt   al';  l-ht  %'."»v»a  btn^'V  al  «*..  >arh«c  '--lir«v> 

.Mime    If'i't    intr.u..  vtiL  urr  u\  vmi:  ^v>r/w>  TcHt. 
X0vi.    >i«    TTL   ulinv   ynt  w    hr  a;  ^'a**:  ^v*rA(i 
-WA     uir   iiir  ai    iuuft.f  tin    inivirtr"nA«i«   mar.^V.  a: 

.|^««f.«-  y-tr.  ;jm».  nwr  fito^r^  Vs  tn*  ^nitt 
?'*t»MM  mrt  ^nain       z»  Uif  m/mr  aI  f^-aiKv  nA«. 

J6«wh  V  *[\  7  •^  7  mwr  Tr'nnmnor :  1  rA>*l  y«k. 
jfi  yuv  t»^«  mr  tr«wi*it  n  ta»  SnamsV.  >»ahit  tA- 
iil|!tr.  %ui  rfiiutUt  utr-njirT*  n^  oanriiScr  tA<-ii»Ar:v«« 
iuur  -«uu 

lialm '  n*}  ftutiui^.  fate  mtc   *^^   icx  aii£  fc«?^  aw 
fijaniiiit .  xiMt  ae«  art. 

Dtaa.  3  uikc  yiih  1  to  »  Sfwnia.  |KNa£ia«k  vi«o  ! 

Jf  rnia.  Vil)  vpB  nn  iqmrt  -mj  jioealaeB :  Wpvr. 


Xi    H  jaaer : 
J>f>a.  2:»Mtbe 

fiumpr  ere  s  W  dirtu 

jnap :  1k^  tc^X  leak 
JTaWL    H<^: 

lAiraiU  {imaner  la 


sycak  baae  food  Engliab  too 


1 1  arm  aee  tfaii  great 
: — ^Tov  twe  it  not 


dat    Eapagne 
•     HdatI 

[Ertt 

I  take  to  Bake  \dm 


ftfber,  jon  wash 
to  Bukea 


for  «bcn  oooe  they 
-eaUit)tbejaic 
«gun,  I 


*^  mfcv  acsveasiie  lo 
iAe^  iUc  xndeedL 
^  Tiia.*i:ainxc  arbcor.  ia 
$Tittiuar£  rtf  a 
TAT  :  ^Attibwr 
^tf  tii'i-m.  i^  Pmeb  plbe 

bavf  Imari!  «kt, 

J>#nL.  Vlka:  *!  I  arasrasi  yon  are  Eke  tbe  mt  of 
:te  yAsa^  silhr  bni;jM»  of  Fnelind,  that  like 
ifA^nc  ha:  ^t^  v  FRwib  ?  Yon  vonld  not  have 
luB-  .rikt'uattL.  ym  wonld  bare  a  aaonnenr  to  joor 
iin«ihaii&.  vnaic  vc«.  ^fwno  * 

Htr^  Na.  ini^Md.  te^er.  I  aronld  not  bate  a 
in.-iwanE-  T^  st  ^mftnind  :  not  I  nulled :  and  I  aa 
Mire  vAt  i.  itf^vB 

J^rtw  I  ^r«rrai>i  y*«. 

Xvr*.  Y  na  <flanX  y<t«  cnn'l 
vAK  htkvg  svnm,  yua  knev«  be  j 
It  Vf  dAK  nffi  knve  flff  ki» 
1  7Ai£  yAft.  \w  bard  fnr  ban  to  ( 

tnrnr.  a»  ^X3»  iie-  yi«  to 
rKa:  1  ant  ni«  ia  avr  {rneni 
Kirar  r;-  irr 'bnahand. 

JVm..  V«dL  baa  ym 
bwkViaiA.  )A(ik  y(«. 

>?iT^  TVia  TAnniSbraak 

JW.  Na,  1  'vi&  )>n«k  loaof  bia  «^"«"">«~-« 
mnA  yr*  abafi  bawr  bni  far  yner  bmknH  * 

Sift  IndMtd  nnl  indeed,  fctber,  I 
tAvr  kim. 

JIaa.  Indeed 


bnin  bia  for  jonr 
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FRrt.  Tbea,  that  yoa  do  not  think  I  will  be 
■rred  bj  a  little  dirtj  boy  in  a  bonnet,  but  a  couple 
•f  lundsome,  lusty,  cleanly  footmen,  fit  to  serve 
IsiHfi  of  quality,  and  do  their  business  as  they 
riMwlddo. 

JftfiM.  What  then? 

FUri^  Theu,  that  you  nerer  grow  jealous  of 
ftetn. 

Mont,  Why,  will  you  make  so  much  of  them  ? 

FHrt.  I  deUght  to  be  kind  to  my  servants. 

Mfrtu,  WeU,  is  this  aU  ? 

Flirt.  No. — ^Then,  that  when  yon  come  to  my 
yov  never  presume  to  touch  a  key,  lift  up  a 
i,  or  thrust  a  door,  without  knocking  before- 
:  and  that  you  ask  no  questions,  if  you  see  a 
rtiay  piece  of  plate,  cabinet,  or  lookiog-gUiss,  in  my 


Jfofu.  Just  a  wife  in  everything But  what  else  ? 

Fliri.  Then,  that  you  take  no  acquaintance  with 
abroad,  nor  bring  me  home  any  when  you  are 

nk,  whom  you  will  not  be  willing  to  see  there 
when  yoa  are  sober. 

Mioma.  But  what  allowance  ?  let's  come  to  the 
■un  buainesa ;  the  money. 

FUrt,  Stay,  let  me  think :  first  for  advance- 
■eeey,  five  hundred  pounds  for  pins. 

Moms,  A  very  wife  ! 

FRrt.  Then  yon  must  take  the  lease  of  my  house, 
iadi  furnish  it  as  becomes  one  of  my  quality ;  for 
ioa't  yon  think  we'll  take  up  with  your  old  Queen 
Obabeth  furniture,  as  your  wives  do. 

Hoju.  Indeed  there  she  is  least  like  a  wife,  as 
Ae  says. 

FHrt  Then  for  house-keeping,  servants'  wages, 
dotbes,  and  the  rest,  I'll  be  contented  with  a 
tksosand  pounds  a  year  present  maintenance,  and 
bat  three  hundred  pounds  a  year  separate  mainte- 
Bsnce  for  my  life,  when  your  love  grows  cold.  But 
Ism  contented  with  a  thousand  pounds  a  year, 
beesnse  for  pendants,  neck-laces,  and  all  sorts  of 
jnds,  and  such  trifles,  nay,  and  some  plate,  I  will 
ihift  myiself  as  I  can ;  make  shifts,  which  you  shall 
Mt  take  any  notice  of. 

Mons.  A  thousand  pounds  a  year !  what  will 

vnching  come  to  ?     Time  was  a  man  might  have 

feed  as  well  at  a  much  cheaper  rate,  and  a  lady  of 

pie's  affections,  instead  of  a  house,  would  have 

ieen  contented  with  a  little  chamber,  three  pair  of 

itun  backward,  with  a  little  closet  or  ladder  to't ; 

ttd  instead  of  variety  of  new  gowns  and  rich  petti- 

(nti,  with  her  dishabillie,   or  flame- colour  gown 

ttlkd  Indian,  and  slippers  of  the  same,  would  have 

keen  contented  for  a  twelvemonth  ;  and  instead  of 

visits  and  gaddini?  to  plays,  would  have  entertained 

henelf  at  home  with  St.  George  for  England^  The 

Kiaght  oj  the  5«»w,  or.  The  Practice  of  Piety  ;  and 

of  sending  her  wine  and  meat  from   the 

French-houses,  would  have  been  contented,  if  you 

had  given  her,  poor  wretch,  hut  credit  at  the  next 

dkaadler'a  and  chequered  cellar  ;  and  then,  instead 

of  a  coach,  would  have  been  well  satisfied  to  have 

Kt  out  and  taken  the  air  for  three  or  four 
rs  in  the  evening  in  the  balcony,  poor  soul. 
Wdl,  Flirt,  however,  we'll  agree: — 'tis  but  three 
haadred  pounds  a  year  separate  maintenance, 
you    say,    when   I   am    weary   of  thee    and   the 


Don.  [Adide.^ — Robbed  of  my  honour,  my 
dturfater,  and  my  revenge  too  I  O  my  dear  honour! 
Nofhiog  vexes  me,  but  thai  the  world  should  say  I 


had  not  Spanish  policy  enough  to  keep  my  daughter 
from  being  debauched  from  me.     But  methinks  my 

Spanish  policy  might  help  me  yet.     I  have  it so 

— I  will  cheat  'em  all ;  for  I  will  declare  I  under- 
stood the  whole  plot  and  contrivance,  and  conni\ed 
at  it,  finding  my  cousin  a  fool,  and  not  answering 
my  expectation.  Well,  but  then  if  I  approve  of 
the  match,  I  must  give  this  mock -dancing- master 
my  estate,  especially  since  half  he  would  have  in 
right  of  my  daughter,  and  in  spite  of  me.  Well,  I 
am  resolved  to  turn  the  cheat  upon  themselves,  and 
give  them  my  consent  and  estate. 

Mons.  Come,  come,  ne'er  be  troubled,  uncle  : 
*twas  a  combination,  you  see,  of  all  these  heads  and 
your  daughter's,  you  know  what  I  mean,  uncle,  not 
to  be  thwarted  or  governed  by  all  the  Spanish 
policy  in  Christendom.  I'm  sure  my  French  |K)licy 
would  not  have  governed  her:  so  since  I  have 
'scaped  her,  I  am  glad  I  have  'scaped  her, 
jarnie  ! 

Mrs,  Cant.  Come,  brother,  you  are  wiser  than 
I,  you  see  :  ay,  ay. 

Don,  No,  you  think  you  arc  wiser  than  I  now, 
in  earnest :  but  know,  while  I  was  thought  a  gull, 
I  gulled  you  all,  and  made  them  and  you  think  i 
knew  nothing  of  the  contrivance.  Confers,  dirl  not 
you  think  verily  that  I  knew  nothing  of  it,  and  that 
1  was  a  gull  ? 

Mrs.  Cant.  Yes  indeed,  brother,  I  did  think 
verily  you  were  a  gull. 

Hip.  How's  this  ?  iListming. 

Don.  Alas,  alas  !  all  the  sputter  I  made  was  but 
to  make  this  young  man,  my  cousin,  believe,  when 
the  thing  should  be  effected,  that  it  was  not  with 
my  connivance  or  consent :  but  since  he  is  so  well 
satisfied,  I  own  it.  For  do  you  think  I  would  ever 
have  suffered  her  to  marry  a  monsieur,  a  monsieur  ? 
guarda! — besides,  it  had  been  but  a  beastly  inces- 
tuous kind  of  a  match,  voto  ! — 

Mrs.  Caut.  Nay,  then  I  see,  brother,  you  are 
wiser  than  1  indeed. 

Ger.  So,  so. 

Afrs.  Caut,  Nay,  young  man,  you  have  danred  a 
fair  dance  for  yourself,  royally  ;  and  now  yuu  may 
go  jig  it  together  till  you  are  both  weary.  And 
though  you  were  so  eager  to  have  him,  Mrs.  Minx, 
you'll  soon  have  your  belly  full  of  him,  let  me  tell 
you,  mistress. 

Prue.  Ha!  ha! 

Mons.  How,  uncle  !  what  was't  you  said  ?  Nay, 
if  I  had  your  Spanish  policy  against  me,  it  was  no 
wonder  I  missed  of  my  aim,  mon  foy  ! 

Don,  I  was  resolved  too  my  daughter  sliould  not 
marry  a  coward,  therefore  made  the  more  ado  to 
try  you,  sir.  But  I  find  you  are  a  brisk  man  of 
honour,  firm  stiff  Spanish  honour  ;  and  that  you 
may  see  1  deceived  you  all  along,  and  you  not  me, 
ay,  and  am  able  to  deceive  you  still,  for  I  know 
now  you  think  that  1  will  give  you  little  or  nothing 
with  my  daughter,  like  other  fathers,  since  you 
have  married  her  without  my  consent — but,  J  say, 
I'll  deceive  you  now  ;  for  you  shall  have  the  mu(»t 
part  of  my  estate  in  present,  and  the  rest  at  my 
death. — There's  for  you  :  1  think  I  have  deceived 
you  now,  look  you. 

Ger.  No,  indeed,  sir,  you  have  not  deceived  me; 
for  I  never  suspected  your  love  to  your  daughter, 
nor  your  generosity. 

Don,  How,  sir  !  have  a  care  of  saying  1  have  not 
deceived  you,    lest  I  deceive  you  another  way, 

F  2 
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^ardal— Pray,  gentlemen,  do  not  think  any 
man  could  deceive  roe,  look  yon ;  that  any  man 
conld  steal  my  daughter,  look  you,  without  my 
connivance : — 

The  less  we  speak,  the  more  we  think  ; 

And  he  sees  most,  that  seems  to  wink. 


Hip,  So,  so,  now  I  could  give  you  my  blessbg, 
father ;  now  you  are  a  good  oomplaisant  father, 
indeed : — 
When  children  marry,  parents  should  obey, 
Since  love  claims  more  obedience  hr  than  ihef, 

iEjcttmt  OMMt; 


EPILOGUE 

RPOKBN    BY    FLIRT. 


Thb  ladies  first  I  am  to  compliment. 
Whom  (if  he  could)  the  poet  would  content, 
But  to  their  pleasure  then  they  must  consent. 
Most  spoil  their  sport  still  by  their  modesty, 
And  when   they  should  be  pleased,  cry  out,  O 

'And  the  least  smutty  jest  will  ne'er  pass  by. 
But  city  damsel  ne^er  had  confidence 
At  smutty  play  to  take  the  least  offence, 
But  mercy  shows,  to  show  her  innocence. 
Yet  lest  the  merchants'  daughters  should  to-day 
Be  scandalised,  not  at  our  harmless  play 
But  our  Hippoiita,  since  she's  like  one 
Of  us  bold  flirts  of  toother  end  o'th*  town  ; 
Our  poet  sending  to  you  (though  unknown) 
His  best  respects  by  me,  does  ft-ankly  own 
The  character  to  be  unnatural ; 
Hippoiita  is  not  like  y.ou  at  all : 
You,  while  your  lovers  court  you,  still  look  grum, 
And  far  from  wooing,  when  they  woo,  cry  mum  ; 
And  if  some  of  you  e'er  were  stolen  away, 
Your  portion's  fault  'twas  only,  I  dare  say. 


Thus  much  for  him  the  poet  bid  me  speak ; 
Now  to  the  men  I  my  own  mind  vrill  break. 
You  good  men  o'th*  Exchange,  on  whom  alone 
We  must  depend,  when  sparks  to  sea  are  gone ; 
Into  the  pit  already  yon  are  come, 
'Tis  but  a  step  more  to  our  tiring  room  ; 
Where  none  of  us  but  will  be  wondrous  sweet 
Upon  an  able  love  of  Lombard-street. 
You  we  had  rather  see  between  our  scenes, 
Than  spendthrift  fops  with  better  clothes  and  miens; 
Instead  of  laced  coats,  belts,  and  pantaloons. 
Your  velvet  jumps,  gold  chains,  and  gravefur  gowns; 
Instead  of  periwigs,  and  broad  cocked  hats, 
Your  satin  caps,  small  cuffs,  and  vast  cravats. 
For  you  are  fair  and  sqnare  in  all  your  dealings. 
You  never  cheat  your  doxies  with  gilt  shilliugs ; 
You  ne'er  will  break  our  windows ;  then  you  are 
Fit  to  make  love,  while  our  huzzas  make  war ; 
And  since  all  gentlemen  must  pack  to  sea, 
Our  gallants  and  oar  judges  yon  must  be  : 
We,  therefore,  and  our  poet,  do  submit, 
To  all  the  camlet  oloaks  now  i'the  pit. 
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SCENE,— London. 
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PROLOGUE 


SPOKEN    BT   MR.  HART. 


Porra,  like  cadgell'd  bnlliei ,  never  do 

At  first  or  second  blow  sabmit  to  you  ; 

Bat  will  proToke  you  Btill,  and  ne'er  have  done, 

Till  yon  are  weary  first  with  laying  on. 

The  late  so  ba£9ed  scribbler  of  this  day, 

Tlioiigh  he  stands  trembling,  bids  me  boldly  say, 

What  we  before  most  plays  are  used  to  do, 

For  poets  oat  of  fear  first  draw  on  you ; 

Id  a  fierce  prologue  the  still  pit  defy. 

And,  ere  you  speak,  like  CwtJcU^ve  the  lie. 

Bat  though  our  Bays's  battles  oft  Tve  fought, 

And  with  braised  knuckles  their  dear  conquests 

bought; 
Kay,  never  yet  fear'd  odds  upon  the  stage. 
In  prologue  dare  not  hector  with  the  age ; 


But  would  take  quarter  from  your  saving  hands, 
Though  Bays  within  all  yielding  countermands^ 
Says,  you  confederate  wits  no  quarter  give, 
Therefore  his  play  shan't  ask  your  leave  to  live. 
Well,  let  the  vain  rash  fop,  by  huffing  so, 
Think  to  obtain  the  better  terms  of  you '; 
But  we,  the  actors,  humbly  will  submit. 
Now,  and  at  any  time,  to  a  full  pit ; 
Nay,  often  we  anticipate  your  rage, 
And  murder  poets  for  you  on  our  stage : 
We  set  no  guards  upon  our  tiring-room. 
But  when  with  flying  colours  there  yon  come^ 
W^e  patiently,  you  see,  give  up  (o  you 
Our  poets,  virgins,  nay,  our  matrons  too. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I.— HoRNB&'s  Lodging. 


Enter  TioKsmM,  and  Quack ybUom'n^  him  at  a  distance. 

Horn.  [Aside.}  A  quack  is  as  fit  for  a  pimp,  as 
a  midwife  for  a  bawd ;  they  are  still  but  in  their 
way,  both  helpers  of  nature. — [Aloud.}  W^ell,  my 
dear  doctor,  hast  thou  done  what  I  desired  ? 

Quack.  1  have  undone  you  for  ever  with  the 
women,  and  reported  yon  throughout  the  whole 
town  as  bad  as  a  eunuch,  with  as  much  trouble  as 
if  I  had  oacde  you  one  in  earnest. 


Horn.  But  have  you  told  all  the  midwives  yon 
know,  the  orange  wenches  at  the  playhouses,  the 
city  husbands,  and  old  fumbUng  keepers  of  this 
end  of  the  town  ?  for  they'll  be  the  readiest  to 
report  it. 

Quack.  I  have  told  all  the  chambermaids,  wait- 
ing-women, tire-women,  and  old  women  of  my 
acquaintance  ;  nay,  and  whispered  it  as  a  secret  to 
'em,  and  to  the  whisperers  of  Whitehall ;  so  that 
you  need  not  doubt  'twill  spread,  and  you  will  be 
as  odious  to  the  handsome  young  women,  as — 
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Horn,  Well,  there^s  another  pleasure  by  drink- 
ing  1  thought  not  of, — I  shall  lose  his  acquaintance, 
because  he  cannot  drink  :  and  you  know  'tis  a  very 
hard  thing  to  be  rid  of  him  ;  for  he's  one  of  those 
nauseous  offerers  at  wit,  who,  like  the  worst 
fiddlers,  run  themselves  into  all  companies. 

flar.  One  that,  by  being  in  the  company  of  men 
of  sense,  would  pass  for  one. 

Horn,  And  may  so  to  the  short-sighted  world  ; 
as  a  false  jewel  amongst  true  ones  is  not  discerned 
at  a  distance.  His  company  is  as  troublesome  to 
as  as  a  cuckold's  when  you  have  a  mind  to  his 
wife's. 

Har,  No,  the  rogue  will  not  let  us  enjoy  one 
another,  but  ravishes  our  conversation  ;  though  he 
signifies  no  more  to't  than  sir  Martin  MaralPs 
gaping,  and  awkward  thrumming  upon  the  lutCy 
does  to  his  man's  voice  and  music. 

Dor.  And  to  pass  for  a  wit  in  town  shows  him- 
self a  fool  every  night  to  us,  that  are  guilty  of  the 
plot. 

Horn,  Such  wits  as  he  are,  to  a  company  of 
reasonable  men,  like  rooks  to. the  gamesters;  who 
only  fill  a  room  at  the  table,  but  are  so  fur  from 
contributing  to  the  play,  that  they  only  serve  to 
spoil  the  fancy  of  those  that  do. 

Dor.  Nay,  they  are  used  like  rooks  too,  snubbed, 
checked,  and  abused;  yet  the  rogllR  will  hang  on. 

Horn,  A  pox  on  'em,  and  all  that  force  nature, 
and  would  be  still  what  she  forbids  'em  !    Afefitar. 
Jion  is  her  iTCAtest  monster. 

Har,  Most  men  arc  the  contraries  to  that  they 
would  seem.  Your  bully,  you  see,  is  a  coward 
with  a  long  sword ;  the  little  humbly-fawning 
physician,  with  his  ebony  cane,  is  he  that  destroys 
men. 

Dor.  The  usurer,  a  poor  rogue,  possessed  of 

mouldy  bonds  and   mortgages  ;  and  we  they  call 

spendthrifts,   are   only  wealthy,  who  lay  out  his 

money  upon  daily  new  purchases  of  pleasure. 

1  -  Horn.  Ay,  your  arrantest  cheat  is  your  trustee 

or   executor ;     your    jealous    man,    the    greatest 

^cuckold  ;  your  churchman  the  greatest  atheist;  and 

your  noisy  pert  rogue  of  a  wit,  the  greatest  fop, 

9,  du^est  ass,  and  worst  company,  as  you  shall  see  ; 

'\kft}itTt  he  comes. 

Enter  Sparkish. 

Spark.  How  is't,  sparks  ?  how  is't  ?  Well,  faith, 
Harry,  I  must  rally  thee  a  little,  ha !  ha !  ha  I 
upon  the  report  in  town  of  thee,  ha  !  ha  1  ha  !  I 
can't  hold  i 'faith  ;  shall  1  speak  } 

Horn.  Yes  ;  but  you'll  be  so  bitter  then. 

Spark,  Honest  Dick  and  Frank  here  shall 
answer  for  me  ;  I  will  not  be  extreme  bitter,  by  the 
universe. 

Har,  We  will  be  bound  in  a  ten  thousand  pound 
bond,  he  shall  not  be  bitter  at  all. 

Dor.  Nor  sharp,  nor  sweet. 

Horn.  What,  not  downright  insipid  } 

Spark,  Nay  then,  since  you  are  so  brisk,  and 

frovoke  me,  take  what  follows.  You  must  know, 
was  discoursing  and  rallying  with  some  ladies 
yesterday,  and  they  happened  to  talk  of  the  fine 
new  signs  in  town — 

Horn,  Very  fine  ladjes,  I  believe. 

Spark,  Said  1,  I  know  where  the  best  new  sign 

IS. — Where  .'  says  one  of  the  ladies. — In  Covent- 

Garden,  I  replied. — Said  another.  In  what  street  ? — 

Jn  RoBsel-street,  answered  I. — Lord,  says  another. 


I'm  sure  there  was  never  a  fine  new  sign  then 
yesterday. — Yes,  but  there  was,  said  I  again;  lal 
it  came  out  of  France,  and  has  been  there  a  foft> 
night. 

Dor,  A  pox  1  I  can  hear  no  more,  prithee. 

Horn,  No,  hear  him  out ;  let  him  tune  his  crowd 
a  while. 

Har.  J!h.t  worst  music,  the  greatest  prepantifli^ 

Spark.  Nay,  faith,  I'll  make  you  laugh. — ^It 
cannot  be,  says  a  third  lady. — Yes,  yes^  quoth  I 
again. — Says  a  fourth  lady — 

Horn,  Look  to't,  we'll  have  no  more  ladies. 

Spark,  No — then  mark,  mark,  now.  Said  I  to 
the  fourth.  Did  you  never  see  Mr.  Horner?  Im 
lodges  in  Russel-street,  and  he's  a  sign  of  a  man, 
you  know,  since  he  came  out  of  France ;  ha  1  ha! 
ha! 

Horn,  But  the  devil  take  me  if  thine  be  the  sign 
of  a  jest. 

Spark.  With  that  they  all  fell  a-lai:^ng,  tiQ 
they  bepissed  themselves.  What,  but  it  does  not 
move  you,  methinks  ?  Well,  I  see  one  had  as 
good  go  to  law  without  a  witness,  as  break  «  jest 
without  a  laughter  on  one's  side. — Come,  com^ 
sparks,  but  where  do  we  dine  ?  I  have  left  at 
Whitehall  an  earl,  to  dine  with  yon. 

Dor.  Why^  I  thought  thou  hadst  lored  a  msft 
with  a  title,  better  than  a  suit  with  a  French  trim- 
ming to't. 

Har.  Go  io  him  again. 

Spark,  No,  sir,  a  wit  to  me  is  the  greatest  tiUe 
in  the  world. 

Horn.  But  go  dine  with  your  earl,  sir ;  he  may 
be  exceptious.  We  are  your  friends,  and  will  not 
takelt  ill  to  "be  left,  I  do  assure  you. 

Har,  Nay,  faith,  he  shall  go  to  him. 

Spark.  Nay,  pray,  gentlemen. 

Dor.  We'll  thrust  you  out,  if  you  won't ;  what, 
disappoint  anybody  for  us  ? 

Spark.  Nay,  dear  gentlemen,  hear  me. 

Horn.  No,  no,  sir,  by  no  means ;  pray  go,  sir. 

Spark,  Why,  dear  rogues — 

Dor.  No,  no.      IThep  all  thrust  him  out  of  the  room, 

AH,  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

Re-tnter  Bparkisr. 

Spark.  But,  sparks,  pray  hear  me.  What,  d'ye 
think  ril  eat  then  with  gay  shallow  fops  and 
silent  coxcombs?  I  think  wit  as  necessary  at 
dinner,  as  a  glass  of  good  wine ;  and  that's  the 
reason  I  never  have  any  stomach  when  I  eat  alone. 
— Come,  but  where  do  we  dine  ? 

Horn.  Even  where  you  will. 

Spark.  At  Chateline's  ? 

Dor.  Yes,  if  you  will. 

Spark.  Or  at  the  Cock  ? 

Dor.  Yes,  if  you  please. 

Spark.  Or  at  the  Dog  and  Partridge  ? 

Horn.  Ay,  if  you  have  a  mind  to't ;  for  we  shall 
dine  at  neither. 

Spark.  Pshaw  !  with  your  fooling  we  shall  lose 
the  new  play  ;  and  I  would  no  more  miss  seeing  a 
new  plav  the  first  day,  than  I  would  miss  sitting  in 
the  wits^  row.  Therefore  I'll  go  fetch  my  mistress, 
and  away.  {Sxit. 

Enter  Mr.  PrwcHWira, 

Horn.  Who  have  we  here  ?  Pinchwife  ? 
Pinch.  Gentlemen,  your  humble  serrant. 
Horn.  Well,  Jack,  by  thy  long  absence  from  tbe 
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lovBy  die  gnunneM  of  thy  covBtenuice,  and  the 
■hifTeiilinen  of  thy  habit,  I  ahoald  give  thee  joy, 
riKNild  I  noty  of  marriage  ? 

Piiuk,  lAskU.}  Death!  does  he  know  I'm 
married  too  ?  I  thought  to  have  concealed  it  from 
him  at  leasts — [Ahud,^  My  long  stay  in  the  country 
will  ezcnse  my  dress  ;  and  I  have  a  suit  of  law  that 
brings  me  up  to  town,  that  puts  me  out  of  humour. 
Besides,  I  must  give  Sparkish  to-morrow  five 
thousand  pounds  to  lie  with  my  sister. 

Horn,  Nay,  you  country  gentlemen,  rather  than 
not  pordiase,   will  buy  anything;   and  he  is  a 
craved  title,  if  we  may  quibble.     Well,  but  am  I 
to  give  thee  joy  ?  I  heard  thou  wert  married. 
Finch.  What  then? 

Ham.  Why,  the  next  thing  that  is  to  be  heard, 
is,  thou'rt  a  cuckold. 

Pinch,  Insupportable  name !  lAside. 

Horn.  But  1  did  not  expect  marriage  from  such 
a  whoremaster  as  you ;  one  that  knew  the  town  so 
much,  and  women  so  well. 

Pinch,  Why,  I  have  married  no  London 
wife. 

Horn.  Fshaw !  that's  all  one.  That  grave  cir- 
cumspection in  marrying  a  country  wife,  is  like 
refusing  a  deceitful  pampered  SmiUifield  jade, 
go  and  be  cheated  by  a  friend  in  the  country. 

Pinch,  lAside."]  A  pox  on  him  and  his  simile  ! — 
[Aloud.}  At  least  we  are  a  little  surer  of  the  breed 
there,  know  what  her  keeping  has  been,  whether 
foiled  or  unsound* 

Horn.  Come,  come,  I  have  known  a  clap  gotten 
in  Wales;  and  there  are  cousins,  justices  clerks, 
md  chaplains  in  the  country,  I  won't  say  coach- 
meo.     But  she's  handsome  and  young  ? 

Pinch.  [Aside.}  I'll  answer  as  I  should  do. — 
[Aloud.}  No,  no ;  she  has  no  beauty  but  her 
jonth,  no  attraction  but  her  modesty  :  wholesome, 
homely,  and  huswifely  ;  that's  all. 
Dor,  He  talks  as  like  a  grazier  as  he  looks. 
Pinch.  She's  too  awkward,  ill-favoured,  and 
silly  to  bring  to  town. 

liar.  Then  methinks  you  should  bring  her  to  be 
taught  breeding. 

Pinch.  To  be  taught!  no,  sir,  I  thank  you. 
Good  wives  and  private  soldiers  should  be  ignorant 
— I'll  keep  her  from  your  instructions,  I  warrant 
you. 

Har.  The  rogue  is  as  jealous  as  if  his  wife  were 
not  ignorant  [Aside. 

Horn.  Why,  if  she  be  ill-favoured,  there  will  be 
Ins  danger  here  for  you  than  by  leaving  her  in  the 
country.  We  have  such  variety  of  dainties  that 
we  are  seldom  hungry. 

Dor.   But  they    have  always   coarse,   constant, 
swingeing  stomachs  in  the  country. 
Har.  Foul  feeders  indeed  ! 
Dor.  And  your  hospitality  is  great  there. 
Har.  Open  house ;  every  man's  welcome. 
Pinch.  So,  so.  gentlemen. 
Horn.  But  prithee,  why  shouldst  thou  marry 
her  ?     If  she  be  ugly,  ill-bred,  and  silly,  she  must 
he  rich  then. 

Pinch.  As  rich  as  if  she  brought  me  twenty 
thousand  pound  out  of  this  town  ;  for  she'll  be  as 
tare  not  to  spend  her  moderate  portion,  as  a  London 
baggage  would  be  to  spend  hers,  let  it  be  what  it 
would:  so  'tis  all  one.  Then,  because  she's  ugly, 
she's  Xhe  likelier  to  be  my  own ;  and  being  ill-bred, 
ibe'll  hate  conversation  ;  and  since  silly  and  inno- 


cent, will  not  know  the  difference  betwixt  a  man  of 
one-and-twenty  and  one  of  forty. 

Horn.  Nine — to  my  knowledge.  But  if  she  be 
silly,  she'll  expect  as  much  from  a  man  of  forty- 
nine,  as  from  him  of  one-and-twenty.  But  me- 
thinks wit  is  more  necessary  than  beauty ;  and  I 
think  no  young  woman  ugly  that  has  it,  and  no 
handsome  woman  agreeable  without  it. 

Pinch.  'TIS  my  maxim,  he's  a  fool  that  marries  ; 
but  he's  a  greater  that  does  not  marry  a  fooL 
What  is  wit  in  a  wife  good  for,  but  to  make  a  man 
a  cuckold .' 

Horn.  Yes,  to  keep  it  from  his  knowledge. 

Pinch,  A  fool  cannot  contrive  to  make  her  hus- 
band a  cuckold. 

Horn.  No ;  but  shell  club  with  a  man  that  can  : 
and  what  is  worse,  if  she  cannot  make  her  husband 
a  cuckold,  she'll  make  him  jealous,  and  pass  for 
one  :  and  then  'tis  all  one. 

Pinch.  Well,  well,  I'll  take  care  for  oujb.  My 
wife  shall  make  me  no  cuckold,  though  she  had  your 
help,  Mr.  Homer.     I  understand  the  town,  sir. 

Dor.  His  help  !  [Aside. 

Har.  He's  come  newly  to  town,  it  seems,  and 
has  not  heard  how  things  are  with  him.         [Aside. 

Horn.  But  tell  me,  has  marriage  cured  thee  of 
whoring,  which  it  seldom  does  ? 

Har.  *Tis  more  than  age  can  do. 

Horn.  No,  the  word  is,  I '11  marry  and  live  honest: 
but  a  marriage  vow  is  like  a  penitent  gamester's 
oath,  and  entering  into  bonds  and  penalties  to  stint 
himself  to  such  a  particular  small  sum  at  play  for 
the  future,  which  makes  him  but  the  more  eager  ; 
and  not  being  able  to  hold  out,  loses  bis  money 
again,  and  his  forfeit  to  boot. 

Dor,  Ay,  ay,  a  gamester  will  be  a  gamester  whilst 
his  money  lasts,  and  a  whoremaster  whilst  his 
vigour. 

Har,  Nay,  I  have  known  'em,  when  they  are 
broke,  and  can  lose  no  more,  keep  a  fumbling  with 
the  box  in  their  hands  to  fool  with  only,  and  hinder 
other  gamesters. 

Dfjr.  That  had  wherewithal  to  make  lusty  stakes. 

Pinch.  Well,  gentlemen,  you  may  laugh  at  me  ; 
but  you  shall  never  lie  with  my  wife  :  1  know  the 
town. 

Horn.  But  prithee,  was  not  the  way  you  were 
in  better  }  is  not  keeping  better  than  marriage  ? 

Pinch,  A  pox  on't !  the  jades  would  jilt  me,  I 
could  never  keep  a  whore  to  myself. 

Horn.  So,  then  you  only  married  to  keep  a  whore 
to  yourself.  Well,  but  let  me  tell  you,  women,  as 
you  say,  are  like  soldiers,  made  constant  and  loyal 
by  good  pay,  rather  than  by  oaths  and  covenants. 
Therefore  I'd  advise  my  friends  to  keep  rather  than 
marry,  since  too  I  find,  by  your  example,  it  does 
not  serve  one's  turn ;  for  1  saw  you  yesterday  in 
the  eighten-penny  place  with  a  pretty  country- 
wench. 

Pinch,  How  the  devil !  did  he  see  my  wife  then.' 
I  sat  there  that  she  might  not  be  seen.  But  she 
shall  never  go  to  a  play  again.  [Aside. 

Horn.  What  I  dost  thou  blush,  at  nine-and-forty, 
for  having  been  seen  with  a  wench.' 

Dor.  No,  faith,  I  warrant  'twas  his  wife,  which 
he  seated  there  out  of  sight ;  for  he's  a  cunning 
rogue,  and  understands  the  town, 

Har.  He  blushes.  Then  *twas  his  wife ;  for 
men  are  now  more  ashamed  to  be  seen  with  them 
in  public  than  with  a  wench. 


SCENE    IV. 


THE  COUNTRY  WIFE. 
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EnUr  XuTUMA  fitUouring  a  torch»  and  Lucy  behind. 

You  are  well  met,  madam,  though  you  don't  think 
w.  What,  yon  have  made  a  short  Tint  to  Mr. 
Homer?  but  I  suppose  you'll  return  to  him 
presently,  by  that  time  the  parson  can  be  with 
him. 

AHih,  Mr.  Horner  and  Ihe  parson,  sir  ! 

Spark,  Come,  madam,  no  more  disaemblinfi;,  no 
more  jilting ;  for  I  am  no  more  a  frank  person. 

AHih.  How's  this? 

Lvey^  So,  'twill  work,  I  see.  iAride, 

Spark,  Could  you  find  out  no  easy  country  fool 
to  abuse  ?  none  but  me,  a  gentleman  of  wit  and 
pleasure  about  the  town  ?  But  it  was  your  pride  to 
be  too  hard  for.  a  man  of  parts,  unworthy  false 
voman  !  lUse  as  a  friend  that  lends  a  man  money 
to  lose ;  hhe  as  dice,  who  undo  those  that  trust  aU 
they  have  to  'enu 

Lucp.  He  has  been  a  great  bubble,  by  his  similes, 
as  th«^  say.  C^*****- 

AHih.  You  haTC  been  too  merry,  sir,  at  your 
wedding-dinner,  sure. 

Spark.  What,  d'ye  mock  me  too  ? 

AUth,  Or  you  have  been  deluded. 

Spark.  By  jou. 

Aiiih.  Let  me  understand  you. 

Spark.  Have  you  the  confidence,  (I  should  call  it 
Bomething  else,  since  you  know  yoar  guilt,) to  stand 
my  just  reproaches  ?  you  did  not  write  an  impudent 
letter  to  Mr.  Homer  ?  who  I  find  now  has  dubbed 
with  you  in  deluding  me  with  his  aversion  for 
women,  that  1  might  not,  forsooth,  suspect  him  for 

my  rival. 

Lucy.  D'ye  think  the  gentleman  can  be  jealous 
now,  madam  ?  ^Atide, 

AUth.  1  write  a  letter  to  Mr.  Homer  ! 

Spark.  Nay,  madam,  do  not  deny  it.  Your 
brother  showed  it  me  just  now  ;  and  told  me  like- 
wise, he  left  you  at  Homer's  lodging  to  fetch  a 
parson  to  marry  you  to  him  :  and  I  wish  you  joy, 
madam,  joy,  joy  ;  and  to  him  too,  much  joy  ;  and 
to  myself  more  joy,  for  not  marrying  you. 

Alith.  [Aside.]  So,  I  find  my  brother  would 
break  off  the  match  ;  and  I  «an  consent  to't,  since 
I  see  this  gentleman  can  be  made  jealous. — [Aloud.] 

0  Lucy,  by  his  rude  usage  and  jealousy,  he  makes 
me  almost  afraid  I  am  married  to  him.  Art  thou 
sure  'twas  Harcourt  himself,  and  no  parson,  that 
married  us  ? 

Spark.  No,  madam,  I  thank  you.  I  suppose, 
that  was  a  contrivance  too  of  Mr.  Horner's  and 
yours,  to  make  Harcourt  play  the  parson ;  but  I 
would  as  little  as  you  have  him  one  now,  no,  not 
for  the  world.     For,  shall  I  tell  you  another  truth  ? 

1  never  had  any  passion  for  you  till  now,  for  now 
I  hate  you.  'Tis  troe,  I  might  have  married  your 
portion,  as  other  men  of  parta  of  the  town  do  some- 
times :  and  so,  your  servant.  And  to  show  my  un- 
conccrnedness,  I'll  come  to  your  wedding,  and 
resign  you  vrith  as  much  joy,  as  I  would  a  stale 
wench  to  a  new  cully  ;.  nay,  with  as  much  joy  as  1 
would  after  the  first  night,  if  I  had  been  married  to 
you.  There's  for  you ;  and  so  your  servant, 
servant  [Exit. 

Alith.  How  was  I  deceived  in  a  man  ! 

Luey.  You'll  believe  then  a  fool  may  be  made 
jealous  now  ?  for  that  easiness  in  him  that  suffers 
him  to  be  led  by  a  vrife,  will  likewise  permit  him 
to  be  persuaded  against  her  by  others. 


AlUh.  But  marry  Mr.  Horner!  my  brother 
does  not  intend  it,  sure:  if  I  thought  he  did,  I 
would  take  thy  advice,  and  Mr.  Harcourt  for  my 
husband.  And  now  1  wish,  that  if  there  be  any 
over- wise  woman  of  the  town,  who,  like  me,  would 
marry  a  fool  for  fortune,  liberty,  or  title,  first,  that 
her  husband  may  love  play,  and  be  a  cully  to  all 
the  town  but  her,  and  suffer  none  but  Fortune  to 
be  mistress  oi  his  purse  ;  then,  if  for  liberty,  that 
he  may  send  her  into  the  country,  under  the  con- 
duct  of  some  huswifely  mother-in-law ;  and  if  for 
title,  may  the  world  give  'em  none  but  that- of 
cuckold. 

Lucy.  And  for  her  greater  curse,  madam,  may 
he  not  deserve  it. 

Alith.  Away,  impertinent !  Is  not  this  my  old 
lady  Lanterlu's? 

Lucy.  Yes,  madam. —  [Aside.]  And  here  1  hope 
we  shall  find  Mr.  Harcourt.  [ExtunU 


SCENE  IV.— Horner's  Lodging.     A  Table, 
Banquet,  and  Bottles. 

JSmter  Hornxr,  Lady  FiDorr,  lifra.  DAiirry  Fjdobt,  and 

Mrs.  IJqL'KAMibH. 

Horn.  A  pox  !  they  ore  come  too  soon — before 
I  have  sent  back  my  new  mihtress.  All  that  I  have 
now  to  do  is  to  lock  her  in,  that  they  may  not  see 
her.  [Asids. 

Lady  Fidg.  That  we  may  be  sure  of  our  welcome, 
we  have  brought  our  entertainment  with  us«  and 
are  resolved  to  treat  thee,  dear  toad. 

Dain.  And  that  we  may  be  merry  to  purpose, 
have  left  sir  Jo-sper  and  my  old  lady  Squeamish, 
quarrelling  at  home  at  backgammon. 

Mrs.  Squeam.  Hierefore  let  us  make  use  of  our 
time,  lest  they  should  chance  to  interrupt  us. 

Lady  Fidg.  I^t  us  sit  then. 

Horn.  First,  that  you  may  be  private,  let  me 
lock  this  door  and  that,  and  I'll  wait  upon  you 
presently. 

Lady  Fidg.  No,  sir,  shut  'em  only,  and  your 
lips  for  ever  ;  for  we  must  truat  you  as  much  as 
our  women. 

Horn.  You  know  all  vanity's  killed  in  me ;  I 
have  no  occasion  for  talking. 

Lady  Fidg.  Now,  ladies,  supposing  we  had  drank 
each  of  us  our  two  bottles,  let  us  speak  the  truth 
of  our  hearts. 

Dain.  and  Mrs.  Squeam.  Agreed. 

Lady  Fidg.  By  this  brimmer,  for  truth  is  no- 
where else  to  be  found — [Aside  to  Uouner.]  not 
in  thy  heart,  false  man  ! 

Horn.  \ou  have  found  me  a  true  man,  I'm 
sure.  lAMide  to  Lady  Fidojct. 

Lady  Fidg.  [Aside  to  Hornkr.]  Not  every 
way. — But  let  us  sit  and  be  merry.  [Singi. 

Why  should  our  damn'd  tyrants  oblige  us  to  I've 
On  the  pittance  of  pleasure  which  they  only  give? 

We  must  not  rejoice 

With  wine  and  with  noise ; 
In  vain  we  must  wake  in  a  dull  bed  alone. 
Whilst  to  our  warm  rival  the  bottle  they're  gone. 

Then  lay  aside  channs, 

And  take  up  these  arms  >. 


1  Theglaasas. 
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THE    PLAIN    DEALER. 


I 

f  TO  mr  LADT  B  ♦  ♦. 


of  iiiaHir.  ?iiM«  Mnu  ^ 
if  vu:&  awmawr  I  jtiAum  3c*Mit  si  te  ■■■.  ^tenfft  «  tmc  a  4«*Batiar  po«C),  to  70«, 
I  mtf.  fi"**""   «kn  ha-w  m  -fianmnf  a  jwflpnoBi.  m  «^ae*  lifcaiw    ir  aic  j»  jo?  <faiEk-cifkiBl  civil  pifw  of  V 

if  &  fMxr*  fsac  Easacr  ska  anc  sa^  is  tew^ :  ^  wtevk  :dbi«  tium,  iBk^  a»  Seftc  «ala»  vie  m  a  pl^f  ••  fti  a  I 

^xhis  ih:mf  al^mt,    T^v  abbk,  aM^M^  Iltet »::  iw  «^.  iMt  «&«n«wt  ai«  «a|r  for  that  in  a 
pfMKC  w^iA  i»  Bii^.a^  «»  e&«7  mj.    Bmt  «&ac  <ii  tihv;  omik  \m  rhmt  mtt4.  ay—/  f    ^■'cflL  I  Mt  ■■€  pat  Vm  to  tiM 

kliMfc,  «]U!K  I  lad  I  can  AvX    h  «biTt.  MkfaBu  «ik  v«muC  aM  te  «m -if 

Ta:.ry  '.f  cwir  'iva  aaaxfitaicK  j»  *%»  aamWl  n  iptw  if  U»  tocck^    ^^^- 
<tf  eWur  anacixMSniM.  an.  anc  A«sr  !taftaB»Ak  w^na  :!te«  oaAiifct  witifctWuMiaNafc.  ^  A^Magtif  «db«rMaa;  aadto 
■iifri  tb*  bkvfx:  =3Ur3ni:a:aI  «s^raw  affalaerT-.  wt-.bi^  \iiiw>nafl»  vaA  j«nc«»  «  thwi^kt  smI  vorA,  la  keep  their  ova 

I    RfasstitaM.    hitz  y.nr  'jvlj'mjf^*  jiirrgt.  I  k:»v.  wniiji  ^^v  &  vrman\ acrupnair  «aA 4liHiBiB|p a ; 

;    ^^maauty  lik*  b*r  «jiai|  -tut  a  ex^.  anl  Nia-ii  *  sagx  S:r  crria^  ^i^  gifiiartw  4ai^  Aat  4k»  Mitkt  ba  tfcnaght  not  to 

!  toX  t&r^a^b  JTA  imt*  m  vaek  a»  lay  ix-  j'lar  oafxAasj  at  asaor  a  xiecr  4k»t  ftir  ;««  atvcr  aw*  «ca  at  tkii  pitaqr,  aot 
;  m-A  cb*  ftnc  ^7 ;  and  ta»  a:  Eaner  «te£  pcopAt'^  ^c«w  kaw  bacau  s^jcy  «c«  imaiiri— My  aaAst  wte  frvqatnt  noi 
}  that  p<aj,  F-iT.  a»  3Cr.  Ife7«»  ia?^  <}f  Lu.  T^js  is  ■»  c^  •:mLj  %smebi»3mt  si  tmrn.'*  vie  ami  aaictatoMltaif ;  mtae  k,  it 
•MOM,  the  <ialj  v.necuia-oe  of  viiBca'*  Ttrcae  ual  rnxftncy.  B^l:  ^twI.  tsat  a-HariwajMr  »  efarrocal,  and.  bj  the 
•cr^Bfth  fjl  a  lady*  i=Ar±ASi:ti.  Bay  Veecaie  aivBcthia;  tha:  a»  ».<c  <sTtI :  bcs  y:vT  Imi^nhrp,  I  kn^v,  seoraa  to  misapply 
a  tTfoeiuCoae.  A=vL  Matfan*.  shim^  jnn  bave  arc  «aeB  titb  pLiy.  I  b»?v« .  Iikie  ociber  aace  laiats^  yoa  will  the  racber  read 
it.  Y«t,  lc!»c  th«  cbAaJberasAjd  -ir  p«f»  AoaM  wrt  b«  traMaL  ami.  their  a>iaif«aee  coold  fain  a»  fartiwr  admittaaccs 
%-r  ii  thaa  to  tJMcr  j^ijei!'  j^-bbtt*  :r  oarward  nxm&.  takv  it  iaso  ^i^.-or  <arc  ami  proCccckvi :  iur  by  yoor  rreoauncBdation 
and  prricarac«Bt.  it  ma j  ^w  tbe  b:ioi«r  to  g«t  iBa>  thrir  ck«Mt* ;  f .r  vhat  tbcy  roKaacc  to  pabUe.  oftm  OBtertains 
'cm  there,  wtth  y-.«r  b<Kp  enpenally.  Ic.  fiae.  3laAam.  §yt  xbeaa  and  nkaay  ocber  nwaiwwii.  yim  are  the  ftttost  patronen 
<»r  jo4«e  '4  tbi«  j-lxj  ;  f.,r  yic  «2>'V  &>  partial: ty  a>  tlii»  -.y  that  AstbY.  For  6ka  «?cae  aany  ladtoi  will  take  a  broad 
><•(  a*  cfaeerfal'.y  m  f r  en  th«  -s^tenncn.  and  ait  at  a^cne  di'varvriit  ftlthy  pb^  .a*  the?  call  *«h  at  w^  1 
a«  ftnU  aa  a  poet  ct«^:  i  «»h  'em  eisewliere.  Th<re£--«e  it  moift  be  the  d?«hKfaI  obac^ty  «f  my  play 
exaepckfos  at,  because  it  i*  t4i>  bathful  £ v  *em  :  and.  iadeed.  bmm  wvomb  kato  aaea  for  ■lamiiiii^  by 
ebaMity  ;  and  ba«4y,  I  find,  like  wtire.  4boQld  be  h^vke,  nj>t  to  hare  it  taken  aotiee  of.  Bat.  aov  I 
•Time  there  artr  no.,  «aj,  lis  the  pUin-dealinf  of  the  play.  i»t  the  cbaecnity ;  tai  takiaf  otf  the 
ttflTcrinf  at  their  pctciojaM.  which  o^^n-.l*  'em  :— and  jienerally  they  are  iwt  the  bawtuonwiw,  or ; 
the  OKaC  angry  at  tbetr  being  di^ooTered :— 

NOifl  e»t  aadacioi  iUis 


:  iram  atqoe  anim-«  a  crunme  sumaat. 

;  Farf^m,  Madam,  the  <|iiotatln«i ;  for  a  dcdicatioa  can  00  more  be  withoat  ends  of  Lataa,  thmi  flattery :  and  *tia  no 
fnatt«!T  wh^rtn  it  ifewritto;  for  an  author  can  aa  caaily.  1  hope,  tnppoee  paople  to  haTe  more  aadaratandim  and  langwajrf  n 
than  tbey  have,  a*  w«e41  ac  ov^re  rirtnea.  Bat  why.  the  deril,  tbould  any  of  the  few  modest  and  baadwane  be  alaxaaed  ?— 
f'T  4ri«n«  there  are,  who,  aa  well  as  any,  deeerre  thooe  attributes,  yet  refrain  not  from  aeetog  Uiii  play,  nor  think  it  any 
a^litk^  U,  thefr  virtue  Ut  %et  op  for  it  in  a  plavbonae,  le»t  there  it  thoold  look  too  mnch  like  acting— but  why,  I  ay, 
•h/#tifd  any  at  all  r4  the  truly  rirtuotu  be  cooceraed,  if  those  who  are  not  to  are  distinfuiahcd  from  Vm  ?  for  by  that 

I  ma*k  t4  m/jdavty  which  w#ifn«Yi  wear  pricDisciioiiAly  in  public  they  are  all  alike ;  and  yoa  can  no  aaore  know  a  kept 
w«nr;h  frrim  a  worrtan  <4  h/monr  by  her  looks  than  by  her  dress.    For  those  who  are  of  qaality  withuttt  lamoar  (if  any 

I     mt*  h  there  are)  they  have  their  quality  to  set  off  their  false  modesty,  as  w^l  as  their  false  Jewvls ;  aad  yon  most  no  more 

I  *ii«f  AT  t  their  countenances  for  otunterfeit  thaa  their  pendants,  though  as  the  plain  dealer  Xtrntaisike  says,  JEIs  OMOf 
Uttr  rf/nsrlrncf  au  f^rrtUl,  ft  iifnn4nt  Uur  ttmtimmc^  en  re^.  But  those  who  act  as  tbcy  took,  oofht  not  to  ba  srandaKsfd 
at  the  reprrliensloa  of  others*  fanlta,  lest  they  tax  themselrcs  with  'em.  and  by  too  deUeato  and  qaiek  aa  apprehoMiaa 
wA  ftnly  maka  that  obscene  which  I  meant  innocent,  but  that  satire  on  alL  whiob  waa  tntandad  only  <m  those  who 


EPILOGUE 

8P0KBN  BT  THB  WIDOW  BL4CK4CRB. 

To  you  the  judces  learned  in  stage-Uws, 

Our  poet  now,  bv  me,  submits  hu  cause  ; 

For  with  young  judges,  such  as  most  of  voo. 

The  men  by  women  best  their  business  do : 

And,  truth  on*t  is,  if  you  did  not  sit  here. 

To  keep  for  us  a  term  throughout  the  year. 

We  could  not  live  by*r  tongues  ;  nay,  but  for  you. 

Our  chamber-practice  would  be  little  too. 

And  'tis  not  only  the  stage-practiser 

Who  by  your  meeting  gets  her  living  here : 

For  as  in  Hall  of  Westminster 

Sleek  sempstress  vents  amidst  the  courts  her  ware  ; 

So,  while  we  bawl,  and  you  in  judgment  sit, 

The  visor-mask  sells  linen  too  i'  th'  pit. 

O,  many  of  your  friends,  besides  us  here. 

Do  live  by  putting  off  their  several  ware. 

Here'^iUiljuioofi^e  great  afikirs  o'  th'  nation  ; 

Let  love^d  us  Uieifva^ecJiAxgJong  vacation. 


But  hold  ;Was  mhw  tftytewiliave  done 

^r  (Rent's  buaneii^^^ 
Spare  ine  a  word  then  now  for  him. '  First  know. 


Not  my  ^bbr'cHent's  buaneii^but  my  own. 


Squires  of  theTdHg  Wllw,  he  dues  humbly  show, 
ffe  has  a  just  rigfit  in  kKuriagTmi, 
BecmiW  flft'lB  il  piTJllwsi^'fempiar  too  : 
For  at  thfl  bar  you  faliy  AHg'glDther; 
Nay,  fooTUid  knav^lB'swallowM  from  a  brother : 
If  not  the  poet  here,  the  Templar  spare. 
And  maul  him  when  you  catch  him  at  the  bar. 
From  you,  our  common  modish  censurcrs, 
Your  favour,  not  your  judgment,  'tis  he  fears : 
Of  all  love  begs  you  then  to  rail,  find  fault ; 
For  plays,  like  women,  by  the  world  are  thought^ 
When  you  speak  kindly  of  'em,  very  naught. 


END    OF   WYCnERLEY. 
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WILLIAM    CONGREVE. 


AC 


*c 


TIL 


tmi 


if  JuuL  igvamc  ^i  a?  foin^rrvjka  iimie»  - 


Jiua.  I  cuiw  X :  I  neE  sc 

becvssa  vm,  zi  :3is  ■rvmgc. 

Jff^-  Ti«rs*«  nzrai^.r:  ji  &  aarni  fCr^.aisi£  inc. 
ts  loi?  ^ikic'*  cakiair  iji'.ixip.  3e'«r  w  ar  iiF- 

«p  :  v!iT.  ysa  ilia'  k.iivv.  due  viJif  I  ^usaii  iir 
v>ia.  yo«r  ftimc  iia«  c.tvit  me  x  r)Kun.3^  dee  * — 
X«T.  I  cBi  THor  zrsasesc  aieaiT,  loii  lite  iiues  lac 
jovnBey-vM^  imiifr  aur. 

M*JL  W\fi£  i'je  tiisk  ^f  btt  beiatf  c3L7ti:«ed 
B  tbe  cxcc«t>?a  'lif  aH  !ker  ptoo  r     Hi  I  oa. '  aa  '. 

tke  Ba&cb,  I  aare  saiiertjibctt  u  make  jonr  xude 
pMz.  *o  psc  vov  rxrocii  o*ic  o^  ^x« : 
ha !  ha  1  I  caa':  teil  vq«  ix  lao^TkisjC- 
— Ob  fhe  ha*  openeti  Ii«r  Learc  co  auf. — I  ui  :^ 
tm  joa  a  frui:^  vbi  o>— u  '.  aa  *.  ha  1  Biarrr 
Cjvthfa  BTKlf ;  ti^crs'i  a  pvoc  (jr  voa ! 

jr«/,  Hft!  Ob  I  iee.  I  *ee.  mi  r^n^  to!  Eric 
breaks  tkroo^  cfeods  opoa  me.  aufi  I  nbAl  li've  ba 
day! — O  mj  MukveL  :  d*}v  shall  I  thark  or 
praise  tLce  ?  ch^a  hasc  oatv.'zed  woman — Bat  telL 
me,  hem  eioldst  tkoa  tku  fee  in^>  her  coail«iKic«  ? 
ka !  bo«  ? — Bot  was  it  her  et>stn7anc>*  :o  pervsaie 
m J  ladr  Pruit  to  this  extnTactac  belief  ? 

Mask.  It  wu;  azM!,  to  teU  jou  tbe  trsch.  I 
tnermn^fd  it  for  rocr  div ersioa  :  thoazh  it  Dixie 
yoQ  a  little  untskSij  for  the  present,  jet  the  redec- 
tioD  of  it  most  ocerLt  be.eniertaining. — I  wamat 
•be  was  rerj  vi^lcat  at  first. 

Mel.  Ha  I  ha  I  hi :  ay,  a  Tery  fary  ;  bu:  I  was 
lEOft  afraid  of  her  riolencc  at  last. — If  you  had 
not  come  as  yoa  did,  I  don't  know  what  she  mi^ht 
hare  at'empted. 

Mojik.  Ha  !  ha !  ha !  I  know  her  temper. — 
Well,  yon  ir.bjit  koow,  then,  that  all  my  coatri- 
▼ance*  were  bot  bubbles  ;  till  at  bst  I  pretended  to 
hare  l^een  lonf^  secretly  in  lore  with  Crntbia ;  that 
did  my  baninesA  ;  that  conriaced  your  aunt  I  might 
be  trusted,  aincc  it  was  as  much  my  interest  as 
hen  to  break  the  match :  then,  she  thought  my 


JTaI  I  wul  ;  tal 


VIIL 


Tul 


vqa. 


SCI 


wd  aCead  Be ;  for  when 
zhit  osIt  ohirwir  to  ay  Ibn 
kc  dhy  beaaty  pki  bt  ctuws  ;  ant 
cosisit  oi  oreachcrr  or  ileeeit,  s 
fi»  Be'  aa  a  Berit.— Ti  eackery  ! 
■ccis  an  Kkr  bonds  of  friei 
a:hd  sets  bkb.  rvk:  vpoo  tbctr  first  foondat 
Dvry  lo  kia^n.  p»ty  oo  parents,  gratitade  t 
£ac£.3cs.  and  nieizcy  to  ftieods.  are  differ 
:  but  tke  naaae  of  rival  cots 
ts  a  general  aoqaittanoe.  1 
eqoaL  aad  kyie  tike  death,  a  anircraal  lei 
—-» "'*^~»  Ha !  bat  is  there  noc  sack  a  t 
koocsty:  Yea.  and  wkosorrcr  hat  it  abc 
bears  aa  enemy  in  kb  breast :  for  yo«ir  bone 
as  I  Cake  it,  b  that  oke  serapukMU  oonsd 
person,  who  will  dieat  nobody  bat  biaaaeli 
another  coxcomb  as  your  wise  man,  who 
hanl  f  .^r  all  the  world,  and  will  be  made  a 
br  nobodr  but  himself:  ha !  ha !  ha !  w 
wisdom  and  honesty,  gire  me  cunning  ant 
cnsy ;  oh.  'tis  such  a  pleasure  to  ai^le  t 
f  tcc<l  ImIs  '.  Then  that  hungry  gudgeon  ci 
will  btte  at  anjthing.— Why,  let  me  see,  I  1 
same  face,  the  same  words  and  accents, 
speak  what  I  do  think,  and  when  I  speak 
do  not  think — the  rery  same — and  dear  die 
tion  is  the  only  art  not  to  be  known  from  n 
Why  will  mankind  be  fools,  and  be  decei 
And'  why  are  friends  and  lovers*  oaths  be 
When  each,  who  searches  strictly  his  ow 
May  so  much  fraud  and  power  of  baseni 


ACT  III. 


Hr'KNK  I TheGnllery  in  Lord  Touchwood's 

I/otlMC, 

liord  Tiii;r  MWooD  and  l^\y  Toi  rHwroop. 

i»nily  Touch.  My  lord,  can  you  blame  my  bro- 
ther I'tyant,  if  he  refuse  hiii  daughter  upon  this 
pnmMuilion  ?  the  contract's  void  by  this  unheard- 
of  impirtv. 

Lftrtl  Tntirh.  I  don't  brllcve  it  true ;  he  has 
Imlter  prifiriplrs  -Plio,  'tin  nonsense!  Come, 
Mtmc,  I  know  my  lady  Plyant  liai  t  large  eye,  and 


would  centre  Everything  in  her  own  circlt 
not  the  first  time  she  has  mistaken  respect  f 
and  made  Sir  Paul  jealous  of  the  civility  ol 
designing  person,  the  better  to  bespeak  his  i 
in  her  unfeigned  pleasures. 

Ladt/  Touch,  You  censure  hardly,  my  lo 
sister's  honour  is  very  well  known. 

Lord  Touch.  Yes,  1  believe  I  know  soi 
have  been  familiarly  acquainted  with  it.  T 
little  trick  wrought  by  some  pitiful  contri 
vious  of  my  nephew's  merit. 
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ACT  10. 


Care.  O,  fy  !  fy !  not  to  be  named  of  a  day. — 
My  lady  Froth  is  very  well  in  her  accomplish, 
ments ; — but  it  is  when  my  lady  Plyant  is  not 
thought  of ; — if  that  can  ever  be. 

tjody  Ply.  O  you  overcome  mc  ! — that  is  so  ex- 
cessive. 

Sir  Paul,  Nay,  I  swear  and  vow,  that  was 
pretty. 

Care.  O,  sir  Paul,  you  are  the  happiest  man 
alive  !  Such  a  lady!  that  is  the  envy  of  her  own 
sex,  and  the  admiration  of  ours. 

Sir  Paul,  Your  humble  servant.  I  am,  I  thank 
heaven,  in  a  fine  way  of  living,  as  I  may  say, 
peacefully  and  happily,  and  I  think  need  not  envy 
any  of  my  neighbours,  blessed  be  Providence  ! — 
Ay,  truly,  Mr.  Careless,  my  lady  is  a  great  blessing, 
a  fine,  discreet,  well-spoken  woman  as  you  shall 
see,  if  it  becomes  me  to  say  so,  and  we  live  very 
comfortably  together ;  she  is  a  little  hasty  some- 
times, and  so  am  I ;  but  mine's  soon  over,  and  thea 
I'm  so  sorry. — O  Mr.  Careless,  if  it  were  not  for 
one  thing — 


SCENE  VIL 
C'ARKLns,  Sir  Vavl,  Lady  Plyant,  and  Doy  leith  a  Mlrr. 

Lady  Ply,  How  often  have  you  been  told  of  that, 
you  jackanapes ! 

Sir  Paul,  Gad  so,  gadsbud  ! — Tim,  carry  it  to 
my  lady ;  you  should  have  carried  it  to  my  lady 
first. 

Boy.  'Tis  directed  to  your  worship. 

Sir  Paul,  Well,  well,  my  lady  reads  all  letters 
first. — Child,  do  so  no  more ;  d'ye  hear,  Tim  ? 

Boy,  No,  and't  please  you. 


SCENE  VIIL 
CARKI.K8S,  Sir  Paul  and  Lady  Plyant. 

Sir  Paul,  A  humour  of  my  wife's ;  you  know 

women  have  little  fancies But,  as  I  was  telling 

you,  Mr.  Careless,  if  it  were  not  for  one  thing,  I 
should  think  myself  the  happiest  man  in  the  world ; 
indeed  that  touches  me  near,  very  near. 

Care.  What  can  that  be,  sir  Paul  ? 

Sir  Paul,  Why,  I  have,  1  thank  heaven,  a 
very  plentiful  fortune,  a  good  estate  in  the  coun- 
try, some  houses  in  town,  and  some  money,  a 
pretty  tolerable  i^crsooal  estate  ;  and  it  is  a  great 
grief  to  me,  indeed  it  is,  Mr.  Carele-s,  that  I  have 
not  a  son  to  inherit  this. — 'Tis  true,  I  have  a 
daughter,  and  a  fine  dutiful  child  she  is,  though  I 
say  it,  blessed  be  Providence  !  I  may  say ;  for 
indeed,  Mr.  Careless,  1  am  mightily  beholden  to 
Providence  : — a  poor  unworthy  sinner. — But  if  I 
had  a  son, — ah,  that's  my  affliction,  and  my  only 
affliction !  indeed  1  cannot  refrain  tears  when  it 
comes  in  my  mind.  iCrUs. 

Care,  Why,  methinks,  that  might  be  easily 
remedied  : — my  lady  is  a  fine,  likely  woman. 

Sir  Paul.  Oh,  a  fine,  likely  woman  as  you  shall 
see  in  a  summer's  day  !  indeed  she  is,  Mr.  Care- 
less, in  all  respects. 

Care.  And  I  should  not  have  taken  you  to  have 
been  so  old — 

Sir  Paul.  Alas !  that's  not  it,  Mr.  Careless ; 
ah  1  that's  not  it ;  uo,  no,  you  ^oot  wide  of  the 


mark  t  mile ;  indeed  yon  do ;  that's  not  it,  Mr. 
Careless ;  no,  no,  that's  not  it. 

Care,  No  1  what  can  be  the  matter  then  ? 

Sir  Paul.  YouMl  scarcely  believe  nie,  when  I 
shall  tell  yon.  My  lady  is  so  nice — it's  very  strange, 
but  it's  true — too  true — she's  so  very  nice,  that  I 
don't  believe  she  would  touch  a  man  for  the  world; 
— at  least  not  above  once  a  year.  I'm  rare  1  havfl 
found  it  so  ;  and,  alas  I  what's  once  a  year  to  an 
old  man,  who  would  do  good  in  his  generatioii  I 
Indeed  it's  true,  Mr.  Careless,  it  breaks  my  heart 
—I  am  her  husband,  as  I  may  say ;  though  br 
unworthy  of  that  honour,  yet  I  am  her  husband ; 
but,  alas-a-day  !  I  have  no  more  famUiarity  with 
\  her  person,  as  to  that  matter,  than  with  my  owi 
\ mother; — no  indeed. 

^  Care,  Alas-a-day,  this  is  a  lamentable,  story ! 
my  lady  must  be  told  on't;  she  mnst  i'faith,  sir 
Paul ;  'tis  an  injury  to  the  world. 

Sir  Paul,  Ay,  would  to  heaven  yon  wjonld,  Mr. 
Careless  1  you  are  mightily  in  her  favour. 

Care,  I  warrant  yon. — What,  we  must  have  i 
son  some  way  or  other  I 

Sir  Paul,  Indeed,  I  should  be  mightily  boond  to 
you,  if  you  could  bring  it  about,  Mr.  Careless. 

Lady  Ply,  Here,  sir  Paul,  it's  from  your 
steward ;  here's  a  return  of  six  hundred  poonds; 
you  may  take -fifty  of  it  for  the  next  half  year. 

iOivtt  him  the  ItUer. 


SCENE  IX. 

Carblbss,  Sir  Paul,  Lady  Plyant,  Lord  Faom,  aitd 

Cynthia. 

Sir  Paul,  How  does  my  girl  ?  come  hither  to 
thy  father,  poor  lamb,  thou'rt  melancholic. 

Lord  Froth,  Heaven,  sir  Paul,  yon  amaze  me 
of  all  things  in  the  world  ! — You  are  never  pleased 
but  when  we  are  all  upon  the  broad  grin ;  all  laugh 
and  no  company  ;  ah,  then  'tis  such  a  sight  to  see 
some  teeth  ! — Sure,  you're  a  great  admirer  of  my 
lady  Whifier,  Mr.  Sneer,  and  sir  Laurence  Loud, 
and  that  gang. 

Sir  Paul.  I  vow  and  swear  she's  a  very  merry 
woman,  but  1  think  she  laughs  a  little  too  much. 

Lord  Froth.  Merry  !  O  Ix>rd,  what  a  charactM' 
that  ^s  of  a  woman  of  quality  ! — You  have  beoi  at 
my  lady  Whifier's  upon  her  day,  madam  ? 

Cyn.  Yes,  my  lord. —  [AH(Cc,}  I  must  humour 
this  fool. 

Lord  Froth,  Well,  and  how  ?  hee  1  what  is  your 
sense  of  the  conversation  ? 

Cyn.  (),  most  ridiculous  !  a  perpetual  consort  of 
laughing  without  any  harmony  ;  for  sure,  my  lord, 
to  laugh  out  of  time  is  as  disagreeable  as  to  sing 
out  of  time  or  out  of  tune. 

Lord  Froth.  Hee !  hee  !  hee  !  right.  And  then, 
my  lady  \V  hifier  is  so  ready  ; — she  always  comes  in 
three  burs  too  soon. — And  then,  what  do  they  laugh 
at  ?  for  you  know  laughing  without  a  jest  is  as 
impertinent ;  hee  !  as,  as — 

Cyn,  As  dancing  without  a  fiddle. 

Lord  Froth.  Just,  i'faith !  that  was  at  my 
tongue's  end. 

Cyn,  But  that  cannot  be  properly  said  of  them 
for  I  think  they  are  all  in  good-nature  vtith  the 
world,  and  only  laugh  at  one  another;  and  you 
must  allow  they  have  all  jests  in  their  persons, 
though  they  have  none  in  their  conversation. 
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SCENE  XL 

CnrreiA,  Lord  Froth,  Lady  Froth,  Brisk,  and  FooTJtAif. 

Lady  Froth.  How  now  ? 

Foot.  Your  Udyship^s  chair  is  come. 

Lady  Froth.  Is  nurse  and  the  child  in  it  ? 

Foot.  Yes,  madam. 

Lady  Froth.  O  the  dear  creature  I  let's  go  see  it. 

Lord  Froth.  I  swear,  my  dear,  you*  11  spoil  that 
child,  with  sending  it  to  and  again  so  often  :  this  is 
the  seventh  time  the  chair  has  gone  for  her  to-day. 

Lady  Froth.  O  la !  I  swear  it's  but  the  sixth — 
and  I  han't  seen  her  these  two  hours.— The  poor 
dear  creature ! — I  swear,  my  lord,  you  don't  love 

Soor  little  Sappho. — Come,  my  dear  Cynthia,  Mr. 
Irisk,  we'll  go  see  Sappho,  though  my  lord  won't. 
Cyn.  I'll  wait  upon  your  ladyship. 
Brisk.  Pray,  madam,  how  old  is  lady  Sappho  ? 
Lady  Froth.  Three  quarters ;  but  I  swear  she 
has  a  world  of  wit,  and  can  sing  a  tune  already. 


— My  lord,  won't  you  go  ?  won*t  you  ?  what  not 
to  see  Saph  ?  pray,  my  lord,  come  see  little  Sapk. 
I  knew  you  could  not  stay. 


SCENE  XIL 

CVMTHIA. 

'TIS  not  so  hard  to  counterfeit  joy  in  the  deptik  of 
affliction,  as  to  dissemble  mirth  in  oompeny  of 
fools. — Why  should  I  call  'em  fbolB?  the  woiU 
thinks  better  of  'em ;  for  these  have  quality  and 
education,  wit  and  fine  couTersation  ere  receind 
and  admired  by  the  world  : — if  not,  they  like  aed 
admire  themsdves. — And  why  is  not  that  tm 
wisdom,  for  'tis  happiness  ?  and  for  aoght  I  know, 
we  have  misapplied  the  name  all  this  while,  aid 
mistaken  the  thing ;  since — 

If  happiness  in  self-content  is  placed, 

I'he  wise  are  wretched,  and  fools  only  blenCd. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  l.—The  Gallert/  in  Lord  Touchwood's 

House, 

MKLucFoifT  and  Cynthia. 

Cyn.  I  heard  him  loud  as  I  came  by  the  closet 
door,  and  my  lady  with  him,  but  she  seemed  to 
moderate  his  passion. 

Mel.  Ajt  hell  thank  her,  as  gentle  breezes  mo- 
derate a  fire  :  but  I  shall  counterwork  her  spells, 
and  ride  the  witch  in  her  own  bridle. 

Cyn.  It's  impossible ;  she'll  cast  beyond  you 
still. — I'll  lay  my  life  it  will  never  come  to  be  a 
match. 

Met.  What.' 

Cyn.  Between  you  and  me. 

Mel.  Why  so  ? 

Cyn.  My  mind  gives  me  it  won't — ^because  we 
are  both  willing ;  we  each  of  us  strive  to  reach  the 
goal,  and  hinder  one  another  in  the  race  ;  I  swear 
it  never  does  well  when  the  parties  are  so  aereed. 
For  when  people  walk  hand  in  hand,  there^  nei- 
ther overtaking  nor  meeting  :  we  hunt  in  couples, 
where  we  both  pursue  the  same  game,  but  forget 
one  another  ;  and  'tis  because  we  are  so  near  that 
we  don't  think  of  coming  together. 

Mel.  Hum,  'gad  I  believe  there's  something 
in't; — marriage  is  the  game  that  we  hunt,  and 
while  we  think  that  we  only  have  it  in  view,  I  don't 
see  but  we  have  it  in  our  power. 

Cyn.  Within  reach  ;  for  example,  give  me  your 
hand  ;  you  have  looked  through  the  wrong  end  of 
the  perspective  all  this  while ;  for  nothing  has  been 
between  us  but  our  fears. 

Mel.  I  don't  know  why  we  should  not  steal  out 
of  the  house  this  very  moment,  and  marry  one 
another,  without  consideration,  or  the  fear  of 
repentance.  Pox  o'  fortune,  portion,  settlements, 
and  jointures  1 

Cyn.  Ay,  ay,  what  have  we  to  do  with  'em  ? — 
yon  know  we  marry  for  love. 


Mel,  Love,  love,  downright,  Tery  rillanoas  Iov«i 

Cyn.  And  he  that  can*t  live  upon  love  desenres 
to  die  in  a  ditch.  Here,. then,  i  give  yon  my 
promise,  in  spite  of  duty,  any  temptation  of  wealth, 
your  inconstancy,  or  my  own  inclination  to 
change — 

Mel.  To  run  most  wilfully  and  nnreaaonaUy 
away  with  me  this  moment,  and  be  married. 

Cyn.  Hold  ! — never  to  marry  anybody  else. 

Mel.  That's  but  a  kind  of  negative  consent.— 
Why,  you  won't  balk  the  frolic  ? 

Cyn.  If  you  had  not  been  so  assured  of  your 
own  conduct  I  would  not ; — ^but  'tis  but  reasonable 
that  since  I  consent  to  like  a  man  without  the  vile 
consideration  of  money,  he  should  give  me  a  very 
evident  demonstration  of  his  wit ;  therefore  let  me 
see  you  undermine  my  lady  Touchwood,  as  yoa 
boasted,  and  force  her  to  give  her  consent,  and 
then — 

•Mel.  I'U  do't. 

Cyn.  And  I'll  do't. 

Mel.  This  very  next  ensuing  hour  of  eight 
o'clock  is  the  last  minute  of  her  reign,  unless  the 
devil  assist  her  in  propria  persona, 

Cyn.  Well,  if  the  devil  should  assist  her,  and 
your  plot  miscarry } 

Mel,  Ay,  what  am  I  to  trust  to  then  ? 

Cyn.  Why,  if  you  give  me  very  clear  demon- 
stration that  it  was  the  devil,  I'll  allow  for  irre- 
sistible odds.  But  if  I  find  it  to  be  only  chance, 
or  destiny,  or  unlucky  stars,  or  anything  but  the 
very  devil,  I  am  inexorable ;  only  still  I'll  keep  my 
word,  and  live  a  maid  for  your  sake. 

Mel.  And  you  won't  die  one  for  your  own ;  so 
still  there's  hope. 

Cyn.  Here's  my  mother-in-law,  and  your  friend 
Careless ;  I  would  not  have  'em  see  us  togethar 
yet. 
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EPILOGUE 

SPOKEN   BT   MRS.  MOUNTFORO. 

Could  poets  but  foresee  how  plays  would  take, 
Then  they  could  tell  what  epilogues  to  make  ; 
Whether  to  thank  or  blame  their  audience  most : 
But  that  late  knowledge  does  much  hazard  cost : 
'Till  dice  are  thrown,  there's  nothing  won  nor  losu 
So,  till  the  thief  has  stolen,  he  cannot  know 
Whether  he  shall  escape  the  law  or  no. 
But  poets  run  much  greater  hazards  far, 
Than  they  who  stand  their  trials  at  the  bar^ 
The  law  provides  a  curb  for  its  own  fury, 
And  suffers  judges  to  direct  the  jury  : 
But  in  this  court,  what  difference  does  appear  ! 
For  every  one's  both  judge  and  jury  here ; 
Nay,  and  what's  worse,  an  executioner. 
All  have  a  right  and  title  to  some  part. 
Each  choosing  that  in  which  he  has  most  art. 
The  dreadful  men  of  learning  all  confound. 
Unless  the  fable's  good,  and  moral  sound. 
The  vizor-masks  that  are  in  pit  and  gallery, 
Approve  or  damn  the  repartee  and  raillery. 
The  lady  critics,  who  are  better  read. 
Inquire  if  characters  are  nicely  bred  ; 
If  the  soft  things  are  penn*d  and  spoke  with  grace  t 
They  judge  of  action,  too,  and  time,  and  place  ; 
In  which  we  do  not  doubt  but  they're  discerning, 
For  that's  a  kind  of  assignation  learning. 
Beaux  judge  of  dress  ;  the  witlings  judge  of  songs  \ 
The  cuckoldom,  of  ancient  right,  to  cits  belongs. 
Poor  poets  thus  the  favour  are  denied 
Even  to  make  exceptions,  when  they're  tried. 
Tis  hard  that  they  must  every  one  admit ; 
Methinks  T  see  some  faces  in  the  pit 
Which  must  of  consequence  be  foes  to  wit. 
You  who  can  judge,  to  sentence  may  proceed  ; 
But  though  he  cannot  write,  let  him  be  freed 
At  least  from  their  contempt  who  cannot  read. 


0CENS    II. 


LOVE  FOR  JjOVE. 
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holder  in  Bethlehem ;  nay,  he's  as  mad  as  any 
projector,  fonatic,  chemist,  loYcr,  or  poet  in 
Earope. 

Vai.  Sirrah,  yon  He !  I  am  not  mad. 

Ang.'Hti  I  ha!  ha !  yon  see  he  denies  it. 

Jer.  O  Lord,  madam,  did  yon  ever  know  any 
madman  mad  enough  to  own  it  ? 

VaL  Sot,  can't  yon  apprehend  ? 

j4ng.  Why,  he  talked  very  sensible  just  now. 

J^er.  Yes,  madam,  he  has  intervals ;  but  you  see 
he  begins  to  look  wild  again  now. 

V(U.  Why,  yon  thick-skulled  rascal,  I  tell  yon 
the  fiurce  is  done,  and  I  will  be  mad  no  longer. 

iBeaU  him. 

Ang,  Ha !  ha  !  ha  !  is  he  mad  or  no,  Jeremy  ? 

Jer.  Partly  I  think — for  he  does  not  know  his 
own  mind  two  hours. — I'm  sure  I  left  him  just 
now  in  the  hnmour  to  be  mad  ;  and  1  think  I  have 
not  found  him  very  quiet  at  this  present ! — 
{^Knocking  at  the  door,]  Who's  there  1 

VaL  Go  see,  yon  sot — [Ejnt  Jeremy.]  I'm 
very  glad  that  I  can  move  your  mirth,  though  not 
yonr  oompassion. 

Anff.  I  did  not  think  yon  had  apprehension 
enough  to  be  exceptions  :  but  madmen  show  them- 
lelres  most,  by  over-pretending  to  a  sound  under- 
standing ;  as  drunken  men  do  by  over-acting 
sobriety.  1  was  half-inclining  to  believe  you,  till 
I  accidentally  touched  upon  your  tender  part ;  but 
now  yon  have  restored  me  to  my  former  opinion 
and  compassion. 

Re-enUr  Jkrbht. 

Jer.  Sir,  your  father  has  sent  to  know  if  you  are 
any  better  yet. — Will  yon  please  to  be  mad,  sir,  or 
how  ? 

VaL  Stupidity !  you  know  the  penalty  of  ^ 
Vm  worth  must  pay  for  the  confession  of  my  sen^ps ; 
I'm  mad,  and  will  be  mad  to  everybody  but  t^is 
lady. 

Jer.  So ; — Just  the  very  backside  of  truth.- 
But  lying  is  a  figure  in  speech, ^at  interlards  tl 
greatest  part  of  my  conversation. — Madam,  youj 
Ja-Jyship's  woman. 


SCENE  XX. 

Anoblica,  Yalxntixb,  andJKifsv. 

Ang,  Well,  have  you  been  there  ? — Come  hither* 

Jen.  [Aside  to  Angelica.]  Yes,  madam,  sir 
Sampson  will  wait  upon  you  presently. 

VaL  You  are  not  leaving  me  in  this  uncertainty? 

Ang.  Would  anything  but  a  roadman  complain 
of  uncertainty  ?  Uncertainty  and  expectation  are 
the  joys  of  life.  Security  is  an  insipid  thing,  and 
the  overtaking  and  possessing  of  a  wish,  discovers 
the  folly  of  the  chase.  Never  let  us  know  one 
another  better  :  for  the  pleasure  of  a  masquerade 
is  done,  when  we  come  to  show  our  faces ;  but  111 
tell  you  two  things  before  1  leave  you ;  1  nm  not 
the  fool  you  take  me  for ;  and  you  art  mad,  and 
don't  know  it. 


\^ 


^ 


SCENE  XXI. 
Valsntikb  and  Jsrsmy. 

Val,  From  a  riddle  you  can  expect  nothing  but 
a  riddle.  There's  my  instruction,  and  the  moral  of 
my  lesson. 

Jer,  What,  is  the  lady  gone  again,  sir  ?  I  hope 
you  understood  one  another  before  she  went  ? 

Val.  Understood  !  she  is  harder  to  be  under- 
stood  than  a  piece  of  Egyptian  antiquity,  or  an 
Irish  manuscript ;  you  may  pore  till  you  spoil 
your  eyes,  and  not  improve  your  knowledge. 

Jer,  I  have  heard  em  say,  sir,  they  read  hard 
Hebrew  books  backwards ;  may  be  yon  begin  to 
mA.  at  the  wrong  end. 

Vcd,  They  say  so  of  a  witch's  prayer :  and 
dreams  and  Dutch  almanacs  are  to  be  understood 
by  contraries.  But  there's  regularity  and  method 
in  that ;  she  is  a  medal  without  a  reverse  or  inscri})- 
tion,  for  indifference  has  both  sides  alike.  Yet 
while  she  does  not  seem  to  hate  me,  I  will  pursue 
her,  and  know  her  if  it  he  possible,  in  spite  of  the 
opinion  of  my  satirical  friend,  Scandal,  who  says. 

That  women  are  like  tricks  by  sleight  of  hand, 
h,  to  admire,  we  should  not  understand. 

[_Exeunt, 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. — A  Room  in  Foresight's  House, 
ANdeucA  and  Jknnv. 

Ang.  Where  is  sir  Sampson  ?  did  you  not  tell  me 
he  wo>ild  be  here  before  me  ? 

Jen,  He's  at  the  great  glass  in  the  dining-room, 
madam,  setting  his  cravat  and  wig. 

Ang,  How  !  I'm  glad  on't. — If  he  has  a  mind  I 
should  like  him,  it's  a  sign  he  likes  me  ;  and  that's 
more  than  half  my  design. 

Jen,  I  hear  him,  madam. 

Ang.  Leave  me ;  and  d'ye  hear,  if  Valentine 
shonld  come  or  send,  I  am  not  to  be  spoken  with. 


SCENE  IL 


Anoklica  and  Sir  Sampsoit. 


Sir  Samp.  I  have  not  been  honoured  with  the 
commands  of  a  fair  lady,  a  great  while : — odd, 
madam,  you  have  revived  me  ! — not  since  I  was 
five-and-thirty. 

Ang,  Why,  you  have  no  great  reason  to  com- 
plain, sir  Sampson,  that  is  not  long  ago. 

Sir  Samp.  Zooks,  but  it  is,  madam,  a  very  great 
while,  to  a  man  that  admires  a  fine  woman  as  much 
as  I  do. 

Ang,  You're  an  absolute  courtier,  sir  Sampson. 

Sir  Samp,  Not  at  all,  madam  ;  odsbud  you 
wrong  me ;  I  am  not  so  old  neither  to  be  a  bare 


S  E  M  E  L  E 

^n  (f^pera. 


A  natiira  disccdlmni) ;  populo  no*  damns,  nullius  roi  bono  anctori,  et  in  hao  re,  rioat  In  ir"n*V*Ti  iaat 
tfisimo.— 8BNBCA,  Epist  99. 

ARGUMENT. 

Aftkr  Jupiter's  amour  with  Europa.  the  daughter  of  Agonor  Icing  of  Phoenicia,  he  agidn  tneeDaai 
affair  in  the  same  family ;  viz-  with  Semcle,  nieoe  to  Europa,  and  daughter  to  Cadmna  king  ot  Theteiu 
the  point  of  marriage  with  Athamaa ;  which  marriage  is  about  to  be  solemnised  in  the  temple  of  Juno  god 
marriagcfl,  when  Jupiter  by  ill  omens  interrupts  the  ceremony;  and  afterwards  transports  8em^  to  a  pthali 
prepared  for  her.  Juno,  after  many  contrivances,  at  length  assumes  the  shape  and  voice  of  Ino,  sislar  to  SeoMle; 
help  of  which  disguise  and  artful  insinuations  she  prevails  with  her  to  make  a  request  to  Jupiter,  which  bstagi 
must  end  in  her  utter  ruin. 

This  fable  is  related  in  Ovid ;  (Metam.  1.  iii.)  but  there  Juno  Is  said  to  impose  on  Bemele  in  the  diapa  of 
woman,  her  nurse.  It  is  hoped,  the  liberty  taken  in  substituting  Ino  instead  of  the  old  wonum  will  be  esccoaedi 
done,  because  Ino  is  interwoven  in  the  design  by  her  love  of  Athamas :  to  whom  ahe  was  married,  aeoarting  ti 
and,  because  her  character  bears  a  proportion  with  the  dignity  of  the  other  persons  repieseuted.  This  naso 
presumed,  may  be  allowed  in  a  thing  entirely  fictitious ;  and  more  especially  being  represented  ondor  tiia  tifi 
opera,  where  greater  absurdities  are  every  day  excused. 

It  was  not  thought  requisite  to  have  any  regard  either  to  rhyme  or  equality  of  measure,  fn  the  lines  of  that 
the  dialogue  which  was  designed  for  the  recitative  style  in  music.  For  as  that  style  in  music  is  not  confined  loti 
observation  of  time  and  measure,  which  is  required  in  the  composition  of  airs  and  sonatas,  so  neither  is  it  m 
that  the  same  exactness  in  numbers,  rh^nnes,  or  measure,  should  be  observed  in  words  designed  to  be  set 
manner,  which  must  ever  be  observed  in  the  formation  of  odes  and  sonnets.  For  what  they  call  recitative  in 
is  only  a  more  tuneable  speaking,  it  is  a  kind  of  prose  in  music ;  its  beauty  consists  in  coming  near 
improving  the  natural  accents  of  words  by  more  pathetic  or  omphaticol  tones. 


JlTPITKB. 

Caomus,  Kiruj  of  Thehet. 

Ath/.mas,  a  Prince  €(/ Baotia  in  love  with  and 
designed  to  marry  Skmklb. 

BOMNUS. 

Apo(.lo. 

Cupid. 

Zephyrs. 

Loves. 

Shepherds. 


DRAMATIS  PERSON^^ 

Satyrs. 


JlTNO. 

Iris. 

8km KLE,  Dauphter  to  Caomoh,  hdottd  fty  s 

in  love  vrith  Jupitkb. 
Iko,  Sitter  to  Skmri^b,  in  love  with  Athama& 
Shepherdesses. 


Chief  Priest  q/*  Jcho,  other  Prieata  and  Angu 
SCENE,— BffiOTiA. 


JKNtC    III. 


D£MbLi£* 


fia 


ACT  II. 


SCKNB  I. — A  pUiuant  eountrffs  the  proipeei  U 
isnmnaied  bp  a  beauHfitl  mounlainf  adorned 
with  tcoode  and  waier/aUi,  Juno  and  Ibis 
descend  in  different  maehinee.  Juno  in  a 
chariot  drawn  by  peaooeke ;  Ibis  oh  a  rainbow ; 
the^  alight  and  meet* 

Juno.  IrU !  impatient  of  thy  itay, 
Prom  Samoa  have  I  winged  mj  way, 
To  meet  thy  slow  return ; 
Thou  know'st  what  cares  infest 
My  aiudoas  breast. 
And  how  with  rage  and  jealousy  I  bum  : 
Then  why  tl^  long  delay  ? 
trie.  With  all  his  spied,  not  yet  the  sun 
Through  half  his  race  hai  run, 
Since  I  to  execute  thy  dread  command 
Have  thrice  encompass'd  seas  and  land. 
Juno,  Say,  where  is  Semele's  abode  ? 
Till  that  J  knowy 
^niongh  thou  hadst  on  lightning  rode. 
Still  thou  tedious  art,  and  slow. 
Irie,  Look  where  Citheron  proudly  stands, 
Boeotia  parting  from  Cecropian  lands  : 
High  on  the  summit  of  that  hill. 
Beyond  the  reach  of  mortal  eyes. 
By  Jore's  command,  and  Vulcan's  skill. 
Behold  a  new-erected  palace  rise. 

There  from  mortal  cares  retiring. 

She  resides  in  sweet  retreat ; 
On  her  pleasure,  Jove  requiring. 

All  the  Loves  and  Graces  wait. 

Thither  Flora  die  Mr 

With  her  train  must  repair, 
Her  amorous  Zephyr  attending, 

All  her  sweets  she  must  bring 

To  continue  the  spring. 
Which  never  must  there  know  an  ending. 

Bright  Aurora,  'tis  said, 

From  her  old  lover's  bed 
No  more  the  grey  orient  adomingy 

For  the  future  must  rise 

From  fair  Semele's  eyes, 
And  wait  till  she  wakes  for  Uie  morning. 

Juno.  No  more — I'll  hear  no  more. 

How  long  must  I  endure  ? — 

How  long  must  indignation  burning, 

From  impious  mortids 

Bear  this  insolence ! 

Awake,  Satumia,  from  thy  lethiurgy  ; 

Seize,  destroy  the  curst  adultress. 

Scale  proud  Citheron's  top ; 

Snatch  her,  tear  her  in  thy  fury, 

And  down,  down  to  the  flood  of  Acheron 

Let  her  fall,  let  her  faU,  fall,  fall ! 

Rolling  down  the  depths  of  night. 

Never  more  to  behold  the  light. 
If  I  am  own'd  above, 
Sister  and  wife  of  Jove  ; 
(Sister  at  lieast  I  sure  may  claim, 
Though  wife  be  a  neglected  name  ;) 


If  I  the  imperial  sceptre  sway — I  swear 
By  hell-* 

Tremble,  thou  universe,  this  oath  to  hear. 
Not  one  of  curst  Agenor's  race  to  spare. 
Iris,    Hear,  mighty  queen,  while  I  recount 
What  obstacles  you  must  surmount. 
With  adamant  the  gates  are  barr'd. 
Whose  entrance  two  fierce  dragons  guard ; 
At  each  approach  they  lash  their  forky  stings, 
And  clap  their  brazen  wings : 
And  as  their  scaly  horrors  rise. 
They  all  at  once  disclose 
A  thousand  fiery  eyes. 
Which  never  know  repose. 
Juno,  Hence,  Iris,  hence  away. 

Far  from  the  realms  of  day  ! 
O'er  Scythian  hills  to  the  Moeotian  lake 
A  speedy  flight  we'll  take : 
There  Somnus  I'll  compel 
His  downy  bed  to  leave  and  silent  cell : 
With  noise  and  light  I  will  his  peace  molest, 
Nor  shall  he  sink  aga|n  to  pleasing  rest. 
Till  to  my  vow'd  revenge  he  grants  supplies. 
And  seals  with  sleep  the  wakeful  dragons'  eyes. 

[IVjf  oicend. 


SCENE  II.— ^n  Apartment  in  the  Palace  of 
Sbmelb  ;  she  is  sleeping  ;  Cupio,  with  Loves 
and  Zephyrs,  waiting. 

Cup.  See,  after  the  toils  of  an  amorous  fight. 
Where  weary  and  pleased,  still  panting  she  lies  * 
While  yet  in  her  mind  she  repeats  the  delight. 
How  sweet  is  the  slumber  that  steals  on  her  eyes  1 
Come  Zephyrs,  come,  while  Cupid  sings, 
Fan  her  with  your  silky  wings ; 
New  desire 
I'll  inspire. 
And  revive  the  dying  flames  ; 
Dance  around  her 
While  I  wound  her, 
And  with  pleasure  fill  her  dreams. 

A  Dance  q/  Zephyrs,  ^/ter  which  Baiiaui  awakes,  and 

rises, 

Sem,  O  Sleep,  why  dost  thou  leave  me  ? 
Why  thy  visionary  joys  remove? 
O  Sleep,  again  deceive  me, 
To  my  arms  restore  my  wandering  love. 


SCENE  III. 

Two  L0VO8  lead  in  Jupitkr.     While  he  meets  and  embraces 
SutaiJt,  Cupfo  tings. 

Cup,   Sleep  forsaking. 

Seize  him  waking ; 
Love  has  sought  him. 
Back  has  brought  him  | 
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SCENE  VI. 

wo  appeart  in  her  chariot  ascending, 
Juno. 

Above  meaiure 

Is  the  pleasure 
Vhich  mj  rerenge  supplies. 

Love's  a  bubble, 

Gain'd  with  trouble, 
knd  in  possession  dies. 
:  joy  shall  I  mount  to  my  heaven  again, 
from  my  rival  and  jealousy  freed  ! 
s  of  revenge  make  it  worth  while  to  rdgn, 
iven  will  hereafter  be  heaven  indeed. 

I8he  ascettdt. 


SCENE  VII. 

ieninff  discovers  Skmbli  Iping  under  a  eanopp, 
msivelp.  While  a  mmirnAd  spmphonp  is  plap- 
<ohs  up  and  sees  Jupitir  descending  in  a  black 
e  motion  of  the  cloud  is  slow.  Flashes  t^f  light' 
•from  either  side,  and  thunder  is  heard  grum" 
ieair, 

Sbiuelb. 

ih  me  !  too  late  I  now  repent 

Vly  pride  and  impious  vanity. 

1  far  off  his  lightnings  scorch  me. — 

life  consuming : 

bum  ! — I  faint ! — ^for  pity  I  implore — 

I  O  help  ! — 1  can  no  more.  \,Dies, 

rloud  ufhieh  contains  Jupitkr  is  arrived  Just 
e  eanopp  (/Sruxlb,  a  sudden  and  great  fiash 
tning  breaks  forth,  and  a  clap  qfloud  thunder 
rd ;  u}hen  at  one  instant  8kmiu.k,  %cith  the 
and  the  tchole  present  scene  disappears,  and 
M  reascends  swi/Uy.  The  scene,  totally  changed, 
mis  a  pleasant  country.  Mount  Citheron  closing 
ispecL 


SCENE  VIII. 
Cadmus,  Athamaa,  and  Ino. 

3f  my  ill-boding  dream 

Behold  the  dire  event. 

.  O  terror  and  astonishment ! 

How  I  was  hence  removed, 

Or  hither  how  returned,  I  know  not 


J 


f 


So  long  a  trance  withheld  me. 
But  Hermes  in  a  vision  told  me 
(As  I  have  now  related) 
The  fate  of  Semele ; 
And  added,  as  from  me  he  fled, 
That  Jove  ordain'd  I  Athamas  should  wed. 
Ca(L  Be' Jove  in  everything  obey'd. 

IJoins  their  hands 

Aih,  Unworthy  of  your  charms,  myself  I  yield ; 
Be  Jove's  commands  and  yours  fulfilled. 
Cad,  See,  from  above  the  bellying  douds  de- 
scend. 
And  big  with  some  new  wonder  this  way 
tend. 


SCENE  IX. 

A  bright  etoud  descends  and  rests  on  Mount  Citheron, 
which  opening,  discovers  Arou/o  seated  in  it  as  th4 
god  qf  prophecy, 

Cadmus,  Athamas,  Iko,  and  Apoixo. 

ApoL  Apollo  comes  to  relieve  your  care. 
And  future  happiness  declare. 
From  tyrannous  love  all  your  sorrows  proceed. 
From  tyrannous  love  you  shall  quickly  be  freed. 
From  Semele's  ashes  a  phoenix  shall  rise. 
The  joy  of  this  earth,  and  delight  of  the  skies : 
A  god  he  shall  prove 
More  mighty  than  Love ; 
And  a  sovereign  juice  shall  invent, 
Which  antidote  pure 
The  sick  lover  shall  cure. 
And  sighing  and  sorrow  for  ever  prevent. 
Then  mortals  be  merry,  and  scorn  the  blind  boy ; 
Your  hearts  from  hiA  arrows  strong   wine  shall 

defend : 
Each  day  and  each  night  you  sh^ll  revel  in  joy. 
For  when  Bacchus  is  lK>m,  Love's  reign 's  at  an  end. 

Chorus, 

Then  mortals  be  merry,  &c. 

Jkmre  af  Satyrs. 
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iEjceunt  omnes. 
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END  OF  CONGREVE. 
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THE  RELAPSE;  OR,  VIRTUE  IN  DANGER. 


ACT 


FIRST  PROLOGUE. 

SPOKEN     BY     MISS     CROSS. 


Ladies,  this  Plaj  in  too  much  haste  was  writ, 

To  be  overcharged  with  either  plot  or  wit ; 

'Twas  got,  conceived,   and  bom  in  six  weeks' 

space, 
And  wit,  yoa  know,  's  as  slow  in  growth  as — 

grace. 
Snre  it  can  ne'er  be  ripen*d  to  your  taste ; 
I  doubt  'twill  prove,  our  author  bred  too  fast : 
For  mark  'em  well,  who  with  the  Muses  marry. 
They  rarely  do  conceive,  but  they  miscarry. 
Tis  the  hard  fste  of  those  who  are  big  with  rhyme, 
Still  to  be  brought  to  bed  before  their  time. 
Of  our  late  poets  Nature  few  has  made  ; 
The  greatest  part  are — only  so  by  trade. 
Still  want  of  something  brings  the  scribbling  fit ; 
For  want  of  money  some  of  em  have  writ. 
And  others  do't,  you  see,  for — want  of  wit. 
Honour,  they  foncy,  summons  'em  to  write. 


So  out  they  lug  in  wresty  Natare's  nitB, 
As  some  of  you  spruce  beaux  do — wnea  jm||^ 
Yet  let  the  ebb  of  wit  be  ne'er  wo  low. 
Some  glimpse  of  it  a  man  may  hope  to  Aow, 
Upon  a  theme  so  ample  as — a  beuu 
So,  howsoe'er  true  courage  may  deoqf. 
Perhaps  there's  not  one  smock-fiioe  here  t»4iyi 
But's  bold  as  Cesar — to  attack  a  play. 
Nay,  what's  yet  more,  with  an  imdannled  frei, 
To  da  the  thing  with  more  heroic  graoe, 
'Tis  six  to  four  ye  attack  the  stronmt  plaee. 
You  are  such  Hotspurs  in  this  kind  of  veatore, 
Where  there's  no  breach,  just  there  yon  needs  ■■! 

enter: 
But  be  advised — 

E'en  give  the  hero  and  the  critic  o'er. 
For  Nature  sent  you  on  another  score  v^ 
She  form'd  her  beau,  for  nothing  bat  her  whon. 


PROLOGUE  ON  THE  THIRD  DAY. 

SPOKEN   BT   MRS.  VERBRUOOBN. 


Apologies  for  Plays,  experience  shows, 
Are  things  almost  as  useless  as — the  beaax. 
Whate'er  we  say  (like  them)  we  neither  move 
Your  friendship,  pity,  anger,  nor  your  love. 
'Tis  interest  turns  the  globe  ;  let  us  but  find 
The  way  to  please  you,  and  you*Il  soon  be  kind : 
But  to  expect,  you'd  for  our  sakes  approve, 
Is  just  as  though  you  for  their  sakes  should  love  ; 
And  that,  we  do  confess,  we  think  a  task 
Which  (though  they  may  impose)  we  never  ought 
to  ask. 
This  is  an  age,  where  all  thingn  we  improve. 
But,  most  of  all,  the  art  of  making  love. 
In  former  days,  women  were  only  won 
By  merit,  truth,  and  constant  service  done  ; 
But  lovers  now  are  much  more  expert  grown ; 
They  seldom  wait,  to  approach  by  tedious  form  ; 
They're  for  despatch,  for  taking  you  by  storm : 
Quick  are  their  sieges,  furious  are  their  fires, 
Fieree  their  attacks,  and  boundless  their  desires. 
Before  the  Play's  half  ended,  I'll  engage 
To  show  you  beaux  come  crowding  on  the  stage. 
Who  with  so  little  pains  have  always  sped, 
They'll  undertake  to  look  a  lady  dead. 


How  have  I  shook,  and  trembling  stood  vilfc 

awe. 
When  here,  behind  the  sccuesy    I've   seen  'ca 

draw 
— A  comb  ;  that  dead-doing  weapon  to  the  heart, 
And  turn  each  powder'd  hair  into  a  dart ! 
When  I  have  seen  'em  sally  on  the  stage, 
Dress'd  to  the  war,  and  ready  to  engage, 
I've  mourn'd  your  destiny — ^yet  more  their  fate, 
To  think,  that  after  victories  so  great, 
It  should  so  often  prove  their  hard  mishap 
To  sneak  into  a  lane,  and  get — a  clap. 
But,  hush  I  they're  here  already  ;  I'll  retire. 
And  leave  'em  to  the  ladies  to  admire. 
They'll  show  you  twenty  thousand  arts  and  _ 
They'll  entertain  you  with  their  soft  grimaces, 
Their  snuffbox,  awkward  bows,  and — ugly  faces. 
In  short,  they're  after  all  so  much  your  friends, 
That  lest  the  Play  should  fail,  the  author  ends ; 
They  have  resolved  to  make  you  some  amends. 
Between  each  act  (perform 'd  by  nicest  rules) 
They*ll  treat  you  with — an  Interlude  of  fools : 
Of  which  that  you  may  have  the  deeper  sense. 
The  entertaiument*s~at  their  own  expense. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  h-A 


Room  in  Lovbless's  Country- 
House. 


Enter  Lovrlbss.  reading. 

Love,  How  true  is  that  philosophy,  which  says 
Our  heaven  is  seated  in  our  minds  ! 
Through  all  the  roving  pleasures  of  my  youth, 
(Where  nights  and  days  seem  all  consumed  in  joy, 
MThere  the  false  face  of  luxury 
Diflplay'd  tueh  charms. 


As  might  have  shaken  the  most  holy  hermit. 

And  made  him  totter  at  his  altar,) 

I  never  knew  one  moment's  peace  like  this. 

Here,  in  this  little  soft  retreat. 

My  thoughts  unbent  from  all  the  cares  of  life, 

Content  with  fortune. 

Eased  from  the  grating  duties  of  dependence. 

From  envy  fVee,  ambition  under  foot, 

The  raging  flame  of  wild  destructive  lust 

Reduced  to  a  warm  pleasing  fire  of  lawful  love, 

My  life  glides  on,  and  all  is  well  within. 
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EPILOGUE, 


SPOKEN    BY     LORD   FOPPINGTON. 


lemen  and  Ladies, 

people  have  regaled  you  here  to-day 
opinion)  with  a  saucy  play  ; 
h  the  author  does  presume  to  show, 
xcomby  ab  origine — was  beau, 
think  the  thing  of  so  much  weight, 
some  sharp  chastisement  ben't  his  fate, 
one !  it  may  in  time  destroy  the  state. 
\o  one  its  friend,  I  must  confess, 
9uld  discauntenance  you  men  of  dress, 
e  me  leave  to  abserve,good  clothes  are  things 
ter  been  of  great  support  to  kings  ; 
isons  come  from  slovens,  it  is  nat 
the  reach  of  gentle  beaux  to  plat ; 
ive  no  gall,  no  spleen,  no  teeth,  no  stings, 
xad*8  creatures,  the  most  harmless  things, 
h  all  recard,  no  prince  was  ever  slain, 
who  had  a  feather  in  his  brain. 


They're  men  of  too  refined  an  education. 

To  squabble  with  a  court — for  a  vile  dirty  nation. 

I'm  very  pasitive  you  never  saw 

A  through  republican  a  finished  beau. 

Nor,  truly,  shall  you  very  often  see 

A  Jacobite  much  better  dress'd  than  he ; 

In  shart,  through  all  the  courts  that  I  have  been  in, 

Your  men  of  mischief — still  are  in  faul  linen. 

Did  ever  one  yet  dance  the  Tyburn  jig. 

With  a  free  air,  or  a  well-pawder'd  wig  ? 

Did  ever  highwaymen  yet  bid  you  stand. 

With  a  sweet  bawdy  snuff bax  in  his  hand  ? 

Ar  do  you  ever  find  they  ask  your  purse 

As  men  of  breeding  do  ? — Ladies,  Gad's  curse  1 

This  author  is  a  dag,  and  'tis  not  fit 

You  should  allow  him  even  one  grain  of  wit : 

To  which,  that  his  pretence  may  ne'er  be  named, 

Mj  humble  motion  is — ^he  may  be  damn'd. 


^^ 
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Const*  Whj,  theiit  to  encourage  you  to  pene- 
ferance,  though  you  may  be  throughly  ill  uied  for 
your  oflTences  ;  I'll  put  you  in  mind,  that  even  the 
eoyest  ladies  of  *em  all  are  made  up  of  desires,  as 
\  vdl  as  we ;  and  though  they  do  hold  out  a  long 
i  time,  they  will  capitulate  at  last.     For  that  thun- 
dering engineer*  Nature,  does  make  such  havoc  in 
the  town,  they  must  surrender  at  long-run,  or 
perish  in  their  own  flames. 

Enter  a  Footman. 

Pooi.  Sir,  there's  a  porter  without  with  a  letter ; 
lie  desires  to  give  it  into  your  own  hands. 

Cmut.  Call  him  in.  lExit  Footman. 

Enter  Joa. 

Comt,  What,  Joe !  is  it  thee  ? 

Joe.  An't  please  you,  sir,  I  was  ordered  to  deli- 
ver this  into  your  own  hands,  by  two  well-shaped 
ladies,  at  the  New  Exchange.  I  w^  at  your 
lionour*s  lodgings,  and  your  servants  sent  me 
^ther. 

Conti.  'Tis  well.  Are  you  to  carry  any  answer  ? 

Joe  No,  my  noble  master.  They  gave  me  my 
ciders,  and  whip,  they  were  gone,  like  a  maiden- 
fafeed  at  fifteen. 

CoHSi,  Very  well ;  there.  lOives  him  monep. 

Joe.  God  Uess  vour  honour.  IBxit. 

Conei.  Now  let  s  see  what  honest  trusty  Joe  has 
brought  us. — [Reads.}  If  you  and  your  play- 
feUew  ean  spare  time  from  your  business  atid 
devoHons,  don't  fail  to  be  at  Spring-Garden  about 
eight  in  the  evening.  You'll  find  nothing  there 
but  toowMn,  so  you  need  bring  no  other  arms  than 
what  you  usually  carry  about  you. — So,  play- 
fellow :  here's  something  to  stay  your  stomach  till 
your  mistress's  dish  is  ready  for  yoa. 

Heart.  Some  of  our  old  battered  acquaintance. 
I  won't  go,  not  I. 

Const.  Nay,  that  you  can't  avoid :  there's  honour 
in  the  case  ;  'tis  a  challenge,  and  1  want  a  second. 

Heart.  1  doubt  I  shall  be  but  a  very  useless  one 
to  you ;  for  I'm  so  disheartened  by  this  wound 
Belinda  has  given  me,  I  don't  think  I  shall  have 
courage  enough  to  draw  my  sword. 

Const.  Oh,  if  that  be  all,  come  along  ;  1*11  war- 
rant you  find  sword  enough  for  such  enemies  as  we 
have  to  deal  withaL 


SCENE   III  •.^The  Street  be/ore  the  Justice's 

House. 

Enter  Constable  and  Watchmen,  %ti(h  Sir  John  Brutb. 

Con.  Come  along,  sir ;  I  thought  to  have  let  you 
slip  this  morning,  because  yon  were  a  minister : 
but  you  are  as  drunk  and  abusive  as  e?er.  We*!! 
see  what  the  justice  of  the  peace  will  say  to  you. 

Sir  John.  And  you  shall  see  what  Y\\  say  to  the 
justice  of  the  peace,  sirrah.     [They  knock  a<  the  door. 

Enter  Servant. 

Con.  Pray  acquaint  his  worship  we  have  got  an 
miruly  parson  here.  We  are  unwilling  to  expose 
bim,  but  don't  know  what  to  do  with  him. 

3erv.  I'll  acquaint  my  master.  i^^K 

*  See  page  3M. 


Sir  John.  You — constable — what  damned  jus- 
tice is  this  ? 

Con.  One  that  will  take  care  of  you,  I  warrant 
you. 

Enter  Jiistioe. 

Just.  Well,  Mr.  Constable,  what's  the  disorder 
here? 

Con.  An't  please  your  worship — 

Sir  John.  Let  me  speak,  and  be  damned  ! — I'm 
a  divine,  and  can  unfold  mysteries  better  than  you 
can  do. 

Just.  Sadness,  sadness !  a  minister  so  overtaken  I 
Prey,  sir,  give  the  constable  leave  to  speak,  and  I'll 
hear  you  very  patiently  ;  I  assure  you,  sir,  I  wilL 

Sir  John.  Sir — you  are  a  very  civil  magistrate  : 
your  most  humble  servant. 

Con.  An't  please  your  worship  then,  he  has 
attempted  to  beat  the  watch  to-night,  and  swore — 

Sir  John.  You  lie  ! 

Just.  Hold,  pray  sir,  a  little. 

Sir  John.  Sir,  your  very  humble  servant. 

Con.  Indeed,  sir,  he  came  at  us  without  any  pro- 
vocation, called  us  whores  and  rogues,  and  laid  us 
on  with  a  great  quarter-staff.  He  was  in  my  lord 
Rake's  company  :  they  have  been  playing  the  devil 
to-night. 

Just.  Hem — ^hem — pray,  sir — may  you  be  chap- 
lain to  my  lord  ? 

Sir  John.  Sir — I  presume— I  may  if  I  will. 

Just.  My  meaning,  sir,  is — are  you  so  ? 

Sir  John.  Sir — you  mean  very  well. 

Just.  He — hem — hem — under  favour,  sir,  prey 
answer  me  directly. 

Sir  John.  Under  favour,  sir — do  yon  use  to 
answer  directly  when  you  are  drunk  ? 

Just.  Good  lack,  good  lack  !  here's  nothing  to  be 
got  from  him.— Prey,  sir,  may  I  crave  your  name  ? 

Sir  John.  Sir — my  name's — [He  hiccups.] — 
Hiccup,  sir. 

Just.  Hiccup  1  Doctor  Hiccup  !  I  have  known  a 
great  many  country  parsons  of  that  name,  especially 
down  in  the  Fens. — Pray  where  do  you  live,  sir  ? 

Sir  John.  Here and  there,  sir. 

Just.  Why,  what  a  strange  man  is  this  ! — Where 
do  you  preach,  sir  ?  have  you  any  cure  ? 

Sir  John.  Sir — I  have — a  very  good  cure — for 
a  clap,  at  your  service. 

Just.  Lord  have  mercy  upon  us  I 

Sir  John.  [Aside.']  This  fellow  does  ask  so  many 
impertinent  questions,  1  believe,  egad,  'tis  the  jus- 
tice's wife  in  the  justice's  clothes. 

Just.  Mr.  Constable,  I  vow  and  protest  I  don't 
know  what  to  do  with  him. 

Con.  Truly  he  has  been  but  a  troublesome  guest 
to  us  all  night. 

Just.  I  think  I  had  e'en  best  let  him  go  about 
his  business,  for  I'm  unwilling  to  expose  him. 

Con.  E'en  what  your  worship  thinks  fit. 

Sir  John.  Sir — not  to  interrupt  Mr.  Constable^ 
I  have  a  small  favour  to  ask. 

Just.  Sir,  I  open  both  my  eara  to  you. 

Sir  John.  Sir,  your  very  humble  servant  I 
have  a  little  urgent  business  calls  upon  me ;  and 
therefore  I  desire  the  favour  of  you  to  bring  matten 
to  a  conclusion. 

Just.  Sir,  if  I  were  sure  that  business  were  not 
to  commit  more  disorders,  1  would  release  you. 

Sir  John.  None — by  my  priesthood. 

Just.  Then,  Mr,  Constable,  you  may  disdiarge 

him. 

A  A 
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Bei.  High  and  low,  I  haTe  much  ado  to  be 
valiant :  sure  it  moat  feel  verj  strange  to  go  to  bed 
to  a  man  ! 

Ladg  Brule.  Um — it  does  feel  a  little  odd  at 
first,  but  it  will  soon  grow  easy  to  you. 

Enttr  GomTAXT  and  HaABrraaa. 

Latfy  Brute.  Good-morrow,  genUemen !  How 
have  yon  slept  after  yoar  adventure  ? 

Heart.  Some  careful  thoughts,  ladies,  on  yonr 
acoovnta  have  kept  os  waking. 

Bel.  And  some  careful  thoughts  on  your  own,  I 
believe,  have  hindered  you  from  sleeping.  Pray 
how  does  this  matrimonial  project  relish  with  you  ? 

Heeert,  Why  Cuth  e'en  as  storming  towns  does 
with  soldiers,  where  the  hopes  of  delicious  plunder 
banishes  the  fear  of  being  knocked  on  the  head. 

Bel.  Is  it  then  possible  after  all  that  you  dare 
think  fA  downright  lawful  wedlock  ? 

Heart*  Madam,  yon  have  made  me  so  foolhardy 
I  dare  do  anything. 

Bel,  Then,  sir,  I  challenge  you;  and  matri- 
mony's the  spot  where  I  expect  yon. 

Heart.  'Tis  enough;  111  not  fail— [^<tV/«.] 
So,  now,  I  am  in  for  Hobbes's  voyage ;  a  great 
leap  in  the  dark. 

Ladff  Brute.  Well,  gentlemen,  this  matter  being 
eondnded  then,  have  you  got  your  lessons  ready  ? 
For  sir  John  is  grown  such  an  atheist  of  late  he'll 
believe  nothing  upon  easy  terms. 

Const.  We'll  find  ways  to  extend  his  faith, 
madam.  But  pray  how  do  yon  find  him  this 
morning  ? 

Ladff  Brute.  Most  lamentably  morose,  chewing 
the  cud  after  last  nighfs  discovery  ;  of  which  how- 
ever he  had  but  a  confused  notion  e>n  now.  But 
I'm  afraid  the  valet>de-chambre  has  told  him  all, 
for  they  are  very  busy  together  at  this  moment. 
When  I  told  him  of  Belinda's  marriage,  I  had  no 
other  answer  but  a  g^nt :  from  which  you  may 
draw  what  conclusions  you  think  fit — But  to  your 
notes,  gentlemen,  he's  here. 

Enter  Sir  Jonir  Brdtb  and  Rasor. 

Const,  Good-morrow,  sir. 

Heart,  Good-morrow,  sir  John.  I'm  rery  sorry 
my  indiscretion  should  cause  so  much  disorder  in 
your  family. 

Sir  John,  Disorders  generally  come  from  indis- 
cretions, sir  ;  'tis  no  strange  thing  at  all. 

Lady  Brute,  I  hope,  my  dear,  you  are  satisfied 
there  was  no  wrong  intended  you. 

Sir  John.  None,  my  dove. 

Bel.  If  not,  I  hope  my  consent  to  marry  Mr. 
Heartfree  will  convince  you.  For  as  little  as  I 
know  of  amours,  sir,  I  can  assure  you,  one  intrigue 
is  enough  to  bring  four  people  together,  without 
further  mischief. 

Sir  John.  And  I  know,  too,  that  intrigues  tend 
to  procreation  of  more  kinds  than  one.  One 
intrigue  will  beget  another  as  soon  as  beget  a  son 
or  a  daughter. 

Const.  I  am  very  sorry,  sir,  to  see  you  still  seem 
unsatisfied  with  a  lady  whose  more  than  common 
virtue,  I  am  sure,  were  she  my  wife,  should  meet 
a  better  usage. 

Sir  John,  Sir,  if  her  conduct  has  put  a  trick 
upon  her  virtue,  her  virtue's  the  bubble,  but  her 
husband's  the  loser. 

Comet,  Sir,  you  have  received  a  sufficient  answer 


alresdy  to  justify  both  her  conduct  and  mine. 
You'll  pardon  me  for  meddling  in  your  family- 
affairs  ;  but  I  perceive  I  am  the  man  you  are  jea- 
lous of,  and  therefore  it  concerns  me. 

Sir  John.  Would  it  did  not  concern  me,  and 
then  I  should  not  care  who  it  concerned. 

Const.  Well,  sir,  if  truth  and  reason  won't  con- 
tent you,  I  know  but  one  way  more,  which,  if  yon 
think  fit,  you  may  take. 

Sir  John.  Lord,  sir,  you  are  very  hasty.  If  1 
had  been  found  at  prayers  in  your  wife's  closet,  I 
should  have  allowed  you  twice  as  much  time  to 
come  to  yourself  in. 

Const.  "Ssijt  sir,  if  time  be  all  yon  want,  we 
have  no  quarrel. 

Heart.  [Aside  to  Constant.]  I  told  you  how 
the  sword  would  work  upon  him.     [Sir  John  mutes. 

Const.  [Aside  to  HsAKTrRBB.]  Let  him* muse; 
however,  I'll  lay  fifty  pound  our  foreman  brings  us 
in,  Not  Guilty. 

Sir  John.  [Aside."]  Tis  well — 'tis  very  well.— 
In  spite  of  that  young  jade's  matrimonial  intrigue, 
I  am  a  downright  stinking  cuckold. — Here  they 
are— Boo!—  [Putting  his  hand  to  his  forehead,] 
Methinks  I  could  butt  with  a  bull.  What  the 
plague  did  I  marry  her  for  ?  I  knew  she  did  not 
like  me  ;  if  she  had,  she  would  have  lain  with  me  ; 
for  I  would  have  done  so  because  I  liked  her: 
but  that's  past,  and  I  have  her.  And  now,  what 
shall  I  do  with  her  ? — If  I  put  my  horns  in  my 
pocket,  she'll  grow  insolent. — If  I  don't,  that  goat 
there,  that  staUion,  is  ready  to  whip  me  through 
the  guts — The  debate,  then,  is  reduced  to  this ; 
shall  1  die  a  hero  }  or  live  a  rascal  ? — Why,  vriser 
men  than  I  have  long  since  concluded,  that  a  living 
dog  is  better  than  a  dead  lion.—  [Aloud,]  Gentle- 
men, now  my  wine  and  my  passion  are  governable, 
I  must  own,  I  have  never  observed  anything  in  my 
vrife's  course  of  life  to  back  me  in  my  jealousy  of 
her :  but  jealousy's  a  mark  of  love ;  so  she  need 
not  trouble  her  head  about  it,  os  long  as  1  make 
no  more  words  on't. 

Enter  Lady  Faxcvkul  disguised  ,•  she  addresses  Bklinda 

apart. 

Const.  Vm  glad  to  see  your  reason  rule  at  last. 
Give  me  your  hand :  I  hope  you'll  look  upon  me 
as  you  are  wont. 

Sir  John,  Your  humble  servant. — [Aside.]  A 
wheedling  son  of  a  whore  ! 

Heart.  And  that  I  may  be  sure  you  are  friends 
with  me  too,  pray  give  me  your  consent  to  wed 
your  niece. 

Sir  John.  Sir,  you  have  it  with  all  my  heart : 
damn  me  if  you  han't  \  — [Aside.]  'Tis  time  to  get 
rid  of  her  : — a  young  pert  pimp  !  she'll  make  an 
incomparable  bawd  in  a  little  time. 

Enter  a  Servant,  teho  gives  IIkartfrke  a  letter. 

Bel,  Heartfree  your  husband,  say  you  ?  'tis 
impossible. 

Lady  Fan.  Would  to  kind  Heaven  it  were  :  but 
'tis  too  true  ;  and  in  the  world  there  lives  not  such 
a  wretch.  I'm  young  ;  and  either  I  have  been 
flattered  by  my  friends,  as  well  as  glass,  or  nature 
has  been  kind  and  generous  to  me.  I  had  a  for- 
tune too  was  greater  far  than  he  could  ever  h'>()e 
for  ;  but  with  my  heart  I  am  robbed  of  all  the  rest. 
I'm  slighted  and  I'm  beggared  both  at  once;  I 
have  scarce  a  bare  subsistence  from  the  villain. 
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Lady  Fan,  [^«u2e.]  Coofiision  jeise  'em,  as  it 


me  : 

Mad,  \_Atid«.'\  Que  le  diable  etonffe  ce  maraad 
iilUsor! 
Ac/.  Your  ladyship  seems  disordered ;  a  breed- 
_|ii(  qualm,  perhaps. — Mr.  Heartfree,  your  bottle 
-aff  Hui^iary  water  to  yoar  lady. — ^Why,  madam, 
Hht  stands  as  miooncemed  as  if  he  were  your  hus- 
'IsBd  in  earnest. 

Ladp  Fan,  Your  mirth's  as  nauseous  as  your- 
=^telf»  Bdlinda.  Yon  think  you  triumph  OTer  a  rival 
aow  :  h^las  !  ma  pauvre  fiUe.  Where'er  I'm  rival 
tkeie's  no  cause  for  mirth.  No,  my  poor  wretch, 
^kt  from  another  principle  I  have  acted.  I  knew 
~  ihat  thing  there  would  make  so  perverse  a  husband, 
nd  you  so  impertinent  a  wifSe,  that  lest  your 
Vutnal  plagues  should  make  you  both  run  mad,  I 
Aari^bly  would  have  broke  the  match.    He  !  he  ! 

'  [JEwff  lavffhinff  ^fkcUdly,  ItADKUontiiM /Mowing  her. 
.  Mad.  He  !  he  !  he  1  he  !  he  1 
.     AIL  Ha!ha!ha!ha!hal 

Sir  John.  lAtide.]  Why  now  this  woman  will 
ia  married  to  somebody  too. 

Bel.  Poor  creature  1  what  a  passion  she's  in  ! 
te  I  fbrgive  her. 

HaarL  Since  you  have  so  much  goodness  for  her, 
I  hope  yoQ  will  pardon  my  offence  too,  madam. 

Bei*  There  will  be  no  great  difficulty  in  that, 
wmet  I  am  guilty  of  an  equal  fault. 

Maori.  Then  pardons  being  passed  on  all  sides, 
praj  let's  to  church  to  oondnde  the  day's  work. 


Const.  But  before  yon  go,  let  me  treat  you, 
pray,  with  a  song  a  new-married  lady  made  within 
this  week  ;  it  may  be  of  use  to  you  both» 

SONG. 

When  yielding  first  to  Damon's  tfune, 

I  sunk  into  his  arms  ; 
He  swore  he'd  ever  be  the  same. 

Then  rifled  all  my  charms. 
But  fond  of  wliat  he  had  long  desired, 

Too  greedy  of  his  prey. 
My  shepherd's  flame,  alas !  expired 

Before  the  verge  of  day. 

My  innocence  in  lovers'  wars, 

ReproRch'd  his  quick  defeat ; 
Confused,  ashamed,  and  bathed  in  tears, 

I  moum'd  his  cold  retreat. 
At  length.  Ah  shepherdess  !  cried  he. 

Would  you  my  fire  renew, 
Alas !  you  must  retreat  like  me, 

I'm  lost  if  you  pursue ! 

Heart.  So,  madam ;  now  had  the  parson  but 
done  his  business — 

Bel.  You'd  be  half  weary  of  your  bargain. 

Heart.  No,  sure,  I  might  dispense  with  one 
night's  lodging. 

Bel.  I'm  ready  to  try,  sir. 

Heart.  Then  let's  to  church  : 
And  if  it  be  our  chance  to  disagree— 

Bel.  Take  heed — the  surly  husband's  fate  you 
see.  IBxeunt  omnts. 


EPILOGUE 

(by  anothe^r  hand) 

8p0kbn  by  lady  brute  and  belinda. 


Lady  Brute.  No  Epilogue  I 

Bei.  1  swear  I  know  of  none. 

Lady  Brute.  Lord  1  How  shall  we  excuse  it  to 

the  town  ? 
Bei.  Why,  we  must  e'en  say  something  of  our 

own. 
Lady  Brute.  Our  own  !     Ay,  that  must  needs 

be  precious  stuff. 
Bel.  I'll  lay  my  life,  they'll  like  it  well  enough. 
Come,  faith,  begin — 

Lady  Brute.  Excuse  me  :  after  you. 

Bel.  Nay,  pardon  me  for  that,  I  know  my  cue. 
Lady  Brute.  Oh,  for  the  world,  I  would  not  have 

precedence. 
Bel  O  Lord  I 
Lady  Brute.    I  swear — 
BeL  O  fy ! 

Lady  Brute.  I'm  all  obedience. 

First,  then,  know  all,  before  our  doom  is  fix'd. 
The  third  day  is  for  us — 

Bel,  Nay,  and  the  sixth. 


Lady  Brute.  We  speak  not  from  the  poet  now, 
nor  is  it 
His  cause — (I  want  a  rhyme) 
Bel.  That  we  solicit. 

Lady  Brute.  Then  sure  you  cannot  have  the 
hearts  to  be  severe, 
And  damn  us— 

Bel.  Damn  us  1    Let  'em  if  they  dare. 

Lady  Brute.  Why,  if  they  should,  what  punish- 
ment remains.' 
Bel.  Eternal  exile  from  behind  our  scenes. 
Lady  Brute.  But  if  they're  kind,  that  sentence 
we'll  recal. 
We  can  be  grateful — 

Bel.  And  have  wherewithal. 

Lady  Brute.  But  at  grand  treaties  hope  not  to 
be  trusted. 
Before  preliminaries  are  adjusted. 

Bel.  You  know  the  time,  and  we  appoint  this 
place  1 
Wliere,  if  you  please,  we'll  meet  and  sign  the  peace. 


aeo 


THE  PROVOKED  WIFE. 


to  do  80  too,  I  call  for  my  coach,  to  go  Tisit  fifty 
dear  friends,  of  whom  I  hope  I  shall  never  find 
one  at  home  while  I  shall  live. 

Jiui,  So,  there's  the  morning  and  afternoon 
pretty  well  disposed  of ! — Pray,  madam,  how  do 
yon  pass  your  evenings  ? 

Sir  John,  Like  a  woman  of  spirit,  sir,  a  great 
spirit  Give  me  a  box  and  dice. — Seven's  the 
main  !  Cons  !  Sir,  I  set  you  a  hundred  pound  ! — 
Why,  do  you  think  women  are  married  now  a  days, 
to  sit  at  home  and  mend  napkins  ?  Sir,  we  have 
nobler  ways  of  passing  time. 

JuMt,  Mercy  upon  us,  Mr.  Constable,  what 
will  this  age  come  to  ? 

Con,  What  will  it  come  to,  indeed,  if  such 
women  as  these  are  not  set  in  the  stocks? 

Sir  John.  Sir,  I  have  a  little  urgent  business 
calls  upon  me ;  and  therefore  I  desire  the  favour 
of  you  to  bring  matters  to  a  conclusion. 

Jtut,  Madam,  if  I  were  sure  that  business  were 
not  to  commit  more  disorders,  I  would  release 
you. 


Sir  John,  None — liy  my  ▼irtaa. 

Just.  Then,  Mr.  Constable,  yoa  msj  < 
her. 

Sir  John.  Sir,  your  very  humUe  kt 
you  please  to  accept  of  a  bottle — 

Just.  I  thank  you  kindly,  madam ;  ba 
drink  in  a  morning.  Good-by-t'ye,  auda 
by-t'ye. 

Sir  John.  Grood-by-t'ye,  good  sir.— [j 
tice.]  So !— Now,  Mr.  Constable,  sfaaU ) 
go  pick  up  a  whore  together  ? 

Con.  No,  thank  you,  madam;  my  wife' 
to  satisfy  any  reasonable  man. 

Sir  John.  [Aside.'}  He  !  he  !  he !  bi 
the  fool  is  married  then. — lAloud,]  \ 
won't  go  ? 

Con.  Not  I,  truly. 

Sir  John.  Then  TU  go  by  myself;  sn^ 
your  wife  may  be  damned. 

Con.  IGoMinff  qfter  him.1  Why  God 
lady  ! 


^  s  o  p. 


PREFACE. 

r  a  play  if  it  can't  apeak  for  itself  is  vain ;  and  if  it  can,  tis  needless.  For  one  of  these  reasons  (I  canH 
,  for  'tis  now  but  the  second  day  of  acting)  I  resolre  to  say  nothing  for  ^sop,  though  I  know  he'd  be  glad 
it  the  beet  happen  that  can,  his  journey's  up  hill,  with  a  dead  English  weight  at  the  tail  of  him. 
ideed  he  scrambled  up  something  faster  (for  'twas  up  hill  there  too)  than  I'm  afraid  he  will  do  here :  the 
ig  more  mercury  in  their  heads,  and  less  beef  and  pudding  in  their  bellies.  Our  solidity  may  set  hard, 
lly  makes  easy :  for  fools  I  own  they  are,  you  know  we  have  found  them  so  in  the  conduct  of  the  war ; 
y  do  so  in  the  management  of  the  peace :  but  that's  neither  .£sop*s  business  nor  mine, 
entlemcn  (or  one  not  much  unlike  it),  was  writ  in  French  about  six  years  since  by  one  Monsieur  Bonrsault ; 
It  Paris  by  the  French  comedians,  and  this  was  its  fate : — ^The  first  day  it  appeared,  'twas  routed ;— people 
fond  of  what  they  don't  understand,  their  own  sweet  persons  excepted.  The  second  (by  the  help  of  some 
rrants)  it  rallied ;  the  third  it  advanced ;  the  fqfirth  it  gave  a  vigorous  attack ;  and  the  fifth  put  all  the 
wn  to  the  scamper,  pursuing  'em  on  to  the  fourteenth,  and  then  they  cried  out  quarter. 
Bunable  to  expect  .£sop  should  gain  so  great  a  victory  here,  since  'tis  possible  by  fooling  with  his  sword 
imed  the  edge  on't.  For  I  confess  in  the  translation  I  have  not  at  all  stuck  to  the  originaL  Nay,  1  have 
I  have  wholly  added  the  fifth  Act,  and  crowded  a  country  gentleman  into  the  fourth,  for  which  I  ask 
iraault's  pardon  with  all  my  heart,  but  doubt  I  never  shall  obtain  it  for  bringing  him  into  such  company, 
all,  had  I  been  so  complaisant  to  have  waited  on  his  play  word  for  word,  'tis  possible  even  that  might  not 
the  success  of  it :  for  though  it  swam  in  France,  it  might  have  sunk  in  England.  Their  oountry  abounds 
In  lead. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


rs,  Oovtrnor  qf  Cytieut 
,  in  lave  teith  Euphronia. 


iA,  Daughter  to  Lbarchus,  in  love  teith 

NCKS. 

rr  Nurse. 


,  Musicians,  Dancers,  Servants,  &c. 


People  who  come  to  JEaop,  upon  several  occasions, 
independent  one  of  another. 

HU^HRV,  }  '"'^  ^^*"»"'''  ^-rf^"**". 

RooKR,  a  Country  Bumpkin. 

Quaint,  a  Herald, 

Fruitful,  an  Innkeeper. 

Mrs.  Fruitful,  his  Wife. 

Sir  Polidorus  Hoostyr,  a  Country  Gentleman. 

HoRTKNsiA,  an  affected  learned  Lady. 

Aminta,  a  lewd  Mother. 

Mrs.  FoRoawiix,  a  Scrivener's  Widow, 


SCENE,— Cyzicus. 


PROLOGUE. 


!  we  never  yet  produced  a  play 
\r  fears  than  this  we  act  to-day ; 
U  the  graces  of  the  stage, 
U  that  entertains  this  age. 
»  romance,  no  plot,  no  show, 
>  bawdy,  no  intrigue,  no  beau : 
bing  in't  with  which  we  use  to  please  ye; 
right  dull  instruction  we're  to  tease  ye: 
Du*ns  pulpit,  and  the  world  'a  so  fickle, 
use  in  a  whim  tui*n8  conventicle, 
ng  here  must  prove  a  hungry  trade, 
wa  will  find  so,  I  'm  afraid : 


For  though  with  heavenly  zeal  you  all  abound, 
As  by  your  lives  and  morals  may  be  found ; 
Though  every  female  here  overflows  with  grace, 
And  chaste  Diana's  written  in  her  face  ; 
Though  maids  renounce  the  sweets  of  fornication, 
And  one  lewd  wife's  not  left  in  all  the  nation ; 
Though  men  grow  true,  and  the  foul  fiend  defy ; 
Though  tradesmen  cheat  no  more,  nor  lawvers  lie 
Though  not  one  spot  be  found  on  Levi's  tribe. 
Nor  one  soft  courtier  that  will  touch  a  bribe ; 
Yet  in  the  midst  of  such  religious  days, 
Sermons  have  never  borne  the  price  of  plays. 


!ENB   Iff. 


JKSOP. 


993 


But  when  he  came 
To  urge  his  flame, 
She  scratch'd  him  o*er  the  fice. 

With  that  he  went  among  the  bitches, 
Such  as  had  beauty,  wit,  and  riches. 
And  swore  Miss  Maolken,  to  her  cost. 
Should  quickly  see  what  she  had  lost : 
But  the  poor  unlucky  swain 
Miss'd  his  shepherdess  again  ; 
His  fate  was  to  miscarry. 
It  was  his  destiny  to  find. 
That  cats  and  dogs  are  of  a  mind, 
When  monkeys  come  to  marry. 

Beau,  *Tis  very  well ; — 'tis  very  well,  old  spark ; 
I  Bay  'tis  very  well.  Because  I  han't  a  pair  of  plod 
ihoes  and  a  dirty  shirt,  you  think  a  woman  won't 
renture  upon  me  for  a  husband.  Why  now  to 
ihow  you,  old  father,  how  little  you  philosophers 
enow  of  the  ladies — 111  tell  you  an  adventure  of  a 
riend  of  mine. 

A  band,  a  bob-wig,  and  a  feather. 
Attacked  a  lady's  heart  together ; 
The  band  in  a  most  learnt  plea. 
Made  up  of  deep  philosophy, 
Told  her,  if  she  would  please  to  wed 
A  rererend  beard,  and  take  instead 
Of  vigorous  youth. 
Old  solemn  truth, 


With  books  and  morals  into  bed, 
How  happy  she  would  be. 

The  Bob  he  talk'd  of  management, 
What  wondrous  blessings  heaven  sent 
On  care,  and  pains,  and  industry  ; 
And  truly  he  must  be  so  free, 
To  own  he  thought  your  airy  beaux, 
With  powder'd  wigs  and  dancing  shoes. 
Were  good  for  nothing  (mend  his  soul !) 
But  prate,  and  talk,  and  play  the  fool. 

He  said  'twas  wealth  gave  joy  and  mirth. 
And  that  to  be  the  dearest  wife 
Of  one  who  labour'd  all  his  life. 
To  make  a  mine  of  gold  his  own. 
And  not  spend  sixpence  when  he'd  done, 
Was  heaven  upon  earth. 

When  these  two  blades  had  done,  d'ye  Bee, 
The  feather  (as  it  might  be  me) 
Steps  out,  sir,  from  behind  the  screen. 
With  such  an  air,  and  such  a  mien. 
Look  you,  old  gentleman,  in  short. 
He  quickly  spoil'd  the  statesman's  sport. 

It  proved  such  sunshine  weather. 
That  you  must  know,  at  the  first  beck 
The  lady  leap'd  about  his  neck, 
And  oflf  they  went  together. 


There's  a  tale  for  your  tale,  old  dad,  and 
lerriteur  I  \,Exiu 


II. 


THE  FALSE  FRIEND. 
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on  Gotman,  Lbonoka,  IsAinLLA,  Jacimta,  and 
Lopes,  teith  Ugktt. 

Ped.   Ha !    what  U't  I  see  ?      Gnzman 

Then  who  art  thou  ?  {.Lookhig  on  Don  Johk. 

Guz.  Guzman  alive!     Yes,  Pedro,  Guz- 

alive. 

Ped,  Then  Heaven  is  jast,  and  there's  a 

iead. 

[  Weeping.'\     Alas,  Don  John  ! 
[Looking  upon  Don   John.]    Bnenas 
I 

Guz.  What  has    produced   this   Bloody 

Ped.  'Tis  I  have  been  the  actor  in't ;  mj 
,  Guzman  f  I    intended  in  yoor  heart.    I 


thought  your  crime  deserved  it :  but  I  did  you 
wrongy  and  my  hand  in  searching  the  innocent,  l^as 
by  heaven's  justice  been  directed  to  the  guilty. 
Don  John,  with  his  last  breath,  confessed  himself 
the  offender.  Thus  my  revenge  is  satisfied,  and 
yon  are  cleared. 

Don  Gujg.  Good  Heayen,  how  equitable  are  thy 
judgments  ! 

Don  Ped.  [To  Lvonora.I  Come, madam,  my 
honour  now  is  satisfied,  and  ii  you  please  my  love 
may  be  so  too. 

Leo:  If  it  is  not. 

You  to  yourself  alone  shall  own  your  smart. 

For  where  I've  given  my  hand,  I'll  give  my 
heart*  lExfunt 


EPILOGUE. 


8P0KKN   BT    MRS.   OLDFIELD. 


say  you,  sirs,  d'ye  think  my  ladyll  'scape? 
rilish  hard  to  stand  a  favourite's  rape. 
Guzman,  like  Don  John,  break  in  upon 

her, 
her  virlue,  heaven  have  mercy  on  her  I 
ength,  I  doubt,  's  in  his  irresolution, 
wondrous  charms  in  vigorous  execution, 
you  men  are  fools,  you  won't  believe 
readfal  things  we  women  can  forgive : 
but  one  we  never  do  pass  by, 
it  you  plague  us  with  etemaily  ; 


When  in  your  courtly  fears  to  disoblige. 
You  won't  attack  the  town  which  you  besiege  : 
Your  guns  are  light,  and  planted  out  of  reach  : 
D'ye  thick  with  billets-doux  to  make  a  breach  ! 
'Tis  small-shot  all,  and  not  a  stone  will  fly  : 
Walls  fall  by  cannon,  and  by  firing  nigh : 
In  sluggish  dull  blockades  you  keep  the  field. 
And  starve  us  ere  we  can  with  honour  yield. 
In  short— > 

We  can't  receive  those  terms  you  gently  tender. 
But  storm,  and  we  can  answer  our  surrender. 


THE    CONFEDERACY, 

SL  (ZTomtbg. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


SoK^P. }  ^  ^  ^o^  Scrivener,. 
Pick  Amlbt,  a  Oametter^  8<m  to  Mra.  Amlct. 
BiiABS.  hi*  Companion,  passes  for  his  VaUtrdS' 

Chambre. 
Cur,  a  Goldsmith, 
JsflRAMiN,  Footbojf  to  Clarissa. 
A  Constable. 

Clarissa,  Wife  foORiPs,  an  expensive  luxurious 
Woman,  a  great  AdmUrer  QfQualitjf. 


Araminta,  Wife  f u .  Mom sytkap,  werpimOrngk 

with  Clarissa,  ttfthe  same  Humour. 
CoRiKif  A,  Daughter  to  Grits  fty  a/nnmer  Wifk^ 

a  good  Fortune,  pounp,  and  kept  vsrg  ckse 

bjf  her  Father. 
Flippajtta,  Maid  to  CukRitSA, 
Mrs.  Amlbt,  a  SeUer  qfaUSorte  qfpriwsdtJ^gUn 

to  the  Ladies. 
Mrs.  CLooaiT,  her  IfeighboKr, 


SCENE,— London. 


PROLOGUE. 


SPOKBN   BY   A   SHABBY   POST. 


Yb  gods  !  what  crime  had  my  poor  father  done^ 
lliat  you  should  make  a  poet  of  his  son  ? 
Or  is't  for  some  great  services  of  his, 
Y'are  pleased  to  compliment  his  boy— with  this  ? 

ISkowing  his  crown  cf  laurel. 
The  honour,  I  must  needs  confess,  is  great, 
If,  with  his  crown,  you'd  tell  him  where  to  eat 
'Tis  well. — But  I  have  more  complaints — look  here  ! 

[_Sh<wing  his  ragged  coat. 
Hark  ye  : — D'ye  think  this  suit  good  winter  wear  ? 
In  a  cold  morning,  whu — at  a  lord's  gate, 
How  you  have  let  the  porter  let  me  wait ! 
You'll  ssy,  perhaps,  you  knew  I'd  get  no  harm. 
You'd  given  me  fire  enough  to  keep  me  warm. 
Ah!— 

A  world  of  blessings  to  that  fire  we  owe ; 
Without  it  rd  ne'er  made  this  princely  show. 
I  have  a  brother  too,  now  in  my  sight, 

{^Locking  behind  the  scenes. 
A  busy  man  amongst  ns  here  to-night : 


Your  fire  has  made  him  play  a  tbonsand  prinki, 
For  which,  no  doubt,  you've  had  his  daily  thanki 
He  has  thank'd  you,  first,  for  all  his  decent  pla; 
Where  he  so  nick'd  it,  when  he  writ  for  praise. 
Next  for  his  meddling  with  some  folks  in  black. 
And  bringing — souse  ! — a  priest  upon  his  back  ; 
For  building  houses  here  to  oblige  the  peer% 
And  fetching  all  their  house  about  his  ears ; 
For  a  new  play,  he*as  now  thought  fit  to  wiilie» 
To  soothe  the  town — which  they— will  damn  t 
night. 
These  benefits  are  such,  no  man  can  doubt 
But  he'll  go  on,  and  set  your  fancy  out. 
Till  for  reward  of  all  his  noble  deeds, 
At  last  like  other  sprightly  folks  he  speeds : 
Has  this  great  recompense  fix'd  on  his  brow 
At  famed  Parnassus ;  has  your  leave  to  bow 
And  walk  about  the  streets — equipp'd — as  1 1 
now. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  J.—Covent  Garden. 
Enter  Mrs.  Amlbt  and  Mrs.  CLOoorr,  meeting. 


Mrs.  Ami.  Good-morrow,  neighbour ;  gfood- 
morrow,  neighbour  Cloggit !  How  does  all  at  your 
house  this  morning  ? 

Mrs.  Clog.  Thank  yon  kindly,  Mrs.  Amlet, 
thank  you  kindly  ;  bow  do  you  do,  I  pray  ? 

Mrt.  Ami,  At  the  old  rate,  neighbour,  poor  and 
honest  {  these  are  hard  times,  good  lack ! 


Mrs.  Clog.  If  they  are  hard  with  yon,  what  i 
they  with  us  .'  You  have  a  good  trade  going,  all  1 
great  folks  in  town  help  yon  off  with  yoor  Bt 
chandise. 

Mrs.  Ami.  Yes,  they  do  help  na  off  with  '< 
indeed  ;  they  buy  all. 

Mrs.  Clog.  And  pay— 

Mrs.  Ami.  For  some. 

Mrs.  Clog.  Well,  'tis  a  thousand  pities,  M 
Amlet,  they  are  not  as  ready  at  one  as  thej  are 
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Sayest  thou  to,  my  little  queen  ?  Why 
ar  mother  will  ipye  us  her  blessing,  the 
all  give  us  a  tack.  We*ll  get  her  a  score 
:hildren,  and  a  merry  house  we'll  make 

iThejf  kneel  to  Mrs.  Amlct. 
[m/.  Ah — ha!    ha!   ha!   ha!  the  pretty 

pretty  pair!     Rise  my  chickens,  rise, 
ace  the  proudest  of  'em.     And  if  madam 
leign  to  give  her  consent,  a  fig  for  her, 
^hy,  how  now  ? 
?ray,  Mrs.  Amlet,  don't  be  in  a  passion, 

my  husband's  girl,  and  if  you  can  have 


his  consent,  upon  my  word  you  shall  have  mine, 
for  anything  belongs  to  him. 

Flip,  Then  all's  peace  again,  but  we  have  been 
more  lucky  than  wise. 

Aram.  And  I  suppose  for  us,  Clarissa,  we  are 
to  go  on  with  our  dears,  as  we  used  to  do. 

Clar.  Just  in  the  same  tract,  for  this  late  treaty 
of  agreement  with  'em  was  so  unnatural  you  see  it 
conld  not  hold.  But  'tis  just  as  well  with  us  as 
if  it  had.  Well,  'tis  a  strange  fate,  good  folks  I 
But  while  you  live,  everything  gets  well  out  of  a 
broil  but  a  husband.  lExeunt  omnes. 


EPILOGUE. 


8P0KBN   BY   MRS.  BABRT. 


d  veise  men  in  politics  lay  down 

'M  by  little  England  might  be  done, 

igreed,  and  all  would  act  as  one. 

a  useful  hint  from  this  might  take, 

r,  old,  despotic  kingdom  shake, 

3  your  matrimonial  monsieurs  quake. 

s  are  feeble,  and  we're  cramp'd  by  laws  ; 

s  are  weak,  and  not  too  strong  our  cause : 

1  those  heads  and  hands,  such  as  they  are, 

>nfrderacy  resolve  on  war, 

d  your  tyrants— what  I've  found  my  dear. 

f  two  united  can  produce 

en  to-night,  a  sample  for  your  use : 

;  found  we  nothing  could  obtain  ; 

)ur  force — and  we  subdued  our  men. 

e  (my  dear  sex)  they  are  not  brave  ; 

your  man  ;  you'll  quickly  find  your  slave. 


I  know  they'll  make  campaigns,  risk  blood  and  life ; 
But  this  is  a  more  terrifying  strife ; 
They'll  stand  a  shot,  who'll  tremble  at  a  wife. 
Beat  then  your  drums,  and  your  shrill  trumpets 

sound, 
Let  all  your  visits  of  your  feats  resound, 
And  deeds  of  war  in  cups  of  tea  go  round  : 
The  stars  are  with  you,  fate  is  in  your  hand. 
In  twelve  months'  time  you've  vanquish'd  half  the 

land ; 
Be  wise,  and  keep  'em  under  good  command. 
This  year  will  to  your  glory  long  be  known. 
And  deathless  baUads  hand  your  triumphs  down  ; 
Your  late  achievements  ever  will  remain. 
For  though  you  cannot  boast  of  many  slain, 
Your  prisoners  show  youVe  made  a  brave  cam- 
paign. 
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Re-enUr  Camillo  and  Uabklla. 

f  ou  shan't,  sir ;  here's  one  will  be  in 
rith  yoo. 

.ifr.  He's  welcome :  thoogh  I  had  rather 
wn  my  sword  against  another. — I'm  sorry, 

we  should  meet  on  such  bad  terms  as 
st  more  sorry  your  sister  should  be  the 
rase  on't :  but  since  nothing  will  serve  her 
lood  either  of  a  husband  or  brother,  she 
glutted  with't.  Draw  ! 
kh  Lard  !  ah  Lard  !  ah  Lard  ! 
or.  And  yet,  before  1  take  this  instrument 
nto  my  fatal  hand,  hear  me,  Camilio ;  hear, 

all! 

ite  the  utmost  powers  of  Heaven 
r  upon  my  head  the  deadliest  of  its  wrath ; 
t  all  hell's  torments  may  unite 

my  soul  with  one  eternal  anguish, 
1  Leonora  ben't  my  wife. 

Lord  !  O  Lord  !  O  Lord  ! 
^hy  then,  may  all  those  curses  pass  him  by, 
>  me  in  their  everlasting  pains, 
ice  I  had  a  fleeting  thought 
g  him  my  husband. 
)Lord10Lord!  O  Lord ! 
fay  more ;  to  strike  him  dumb  at  once, 

what  men  with  honest  looks  can  practise, 
I  married  to  another. 
Iv,  j-  Don  Fel,  How  I 
he  truth  of  this  is  known  to  some  here. 
fay,  'tis  certainly  so. 
lis  to  a  friend  of  mine, 
ar.  I  know  the  person, 
or.  lis  false  1  and  thou  art  a  villain  for 
lony. 

rhen  let  me  speak ;  what  they  aver  is 
I  myself  was,  in  disguise,  a  witness  of  its 

9r.  Death  and  confusion !  he  a  villain  too ! 
t  thy  heart.  IHcdraua. 

.h  ! — I  can't  bear  the  sight  on't. 
Put  up  that  furious  thing,   there's  no 
br'L 

or.  There's  business  for  a  dagger,  strip- 
that  should  be  thy  recompense. 
V¥hy  then   to  show  thee  naked  to  the 
1  close  thy  mouth  for  ever — 1  am  myself 

>r.  What  does  the  dog  mean  ? 
To  fall  upon  the  earth  and  sue  for  mercy. 
iKneelt  and  UU  her  periwig /all  off, 
w.  A  woman  ! — 

cod,  and  a  pretty  one  too  ;  you  wags  you  1 
tr.  Vm  all  amazement ! — Rise,  Camilio, 
;ill  to  call  you  by  that  name,)  and  let  me 
ronders  you  have  for  me. 


Uab.    That  part  her  modesty  will  ask  from 
me. 
I'm  to  inform  you  then,  that  this  disguise 
Hides  other  mysteries  besides  a  woman ; 
A  large  and  fair  estate  was  cover'd  by't. 
Which  with  the  lady  now  will  be  resign'd  you. 
'Tis  true,  in  justice  it  was  yours  before ; 
But  'tis  the  god  of  love  has  done  you  right 
To  him  you  owe  this  strange  discovery  ; 
Through  him  you  are  to  know  the  true  Camillo'i 
dead,  and  that  this  fair  adventurer  is  daughter  to 
Alvarez. 

Don  Lor,  Incredible  !  But  go  on  ;  let  me  hear 
more. 

Don  Fel  Shell  tell  thee  the  rest  herself  the 
next  dark  night  she  meets  thee  in  the  garden. 

Don  Lor.  Ha  !— Was  it  Camilio  then,  that  I— 

Uab.  It  was  Camilio  who  there  made  yon  happy : 
and  who  has  virtue,  beauty,  wit,  and  love — enough 
to  make  yon  so  while  life  shall  last  you. 

Don  Lor,  The  proof  she  gives  me  of  her  love 
deserves  a  laige  acknowledgment  indeed.  Forgive 
me,  therefore,  Leonora,  if  what  I  owe  this  goodness 
and  these  charms,  I  with  my  utmost  care,  my  life, 
my  soul,  endeavour  to  repay. 

Cam,  Is  it  then  possible  yon  can  forgive  me  ? 

Don  Lor,  Indeed  I  can ;  few  crimes  have  such 
a  claim 
To  mercy.    But  join  with  me  then,  dear  Camilio, 
f  For  still  I  know  vou  by  no  other  name,) 
Join  with  me  to  obtain  your  father's  pardon. 
Yours,  Leonora,  too,  I  must  implore  ; 
And  yours,  my  friend,  for  now  we  may  be  such. 

[7oCablo& 
Of  all  I  ask  forgiveness :  and  since  there  is 
So  fair  a  cause  of  all  my  wild  mistakes, 
I  hope  I  by  her  interest  shall  obtain  it. 

Don  Ah.  You  have  a  claim  to  mine,  Lorenzo, 
I  wish  I  had  so  strong  a  one  to  yours  ;  but  if  by 
future  services,  (though  1  lay  down  my  life  amongst 
'em)  I  may  blot  out  of  your  remembrance  a  fault 
(I  cannot  name),  I  then  shall  leave  the  world  in 
peace. 

Don  Lor.  In  peace  then,  sir,  enjoy  it ;  for  from 
this  very  hour,  whate'er  is  past  with  me  is  gone 
for  ever.  Your  daughter  is  too  fair  a  mediatrix  to 
be  refused  his  pardon,  to  whom  she  owes  the 
charms  she  pleads  with  for  IL 

From  this  good  day,  then  let  all  discord  cease; 
Let  those  to  come  be  harmony  and  peace  ; 
Henceforth  let  all  our  different  interests  join. 
Let  fathers,  lovers,  friends,  let  all  combine,  ' 
To  make  each  other's  days  as  bless'd  as  she  will 
mine.  iBseunt  omnes. 
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(wmiTTBSr   BT   urn.  MOTTBUX)   BPOKSSC    BT   I8ABXI.UI. 


I'm  thinkinf .  now  good  kubaiidi  are  to  hm. 
To  get  ooe  like  my  friend,  what  I  mot  do. 
Camillo  Tentwcd  kwd  ;  jet  at  tke  wont, 
SIm  stole  kre's  iMDeymoon,  and  tried  ker  k>ver 

irat. 
Many  poor  damaeb,  if  they  dared  to  tdl, 
Ha^e  done  as  mach,  hat  have  not  *acaped  so  wdL 
TU  well  the  scene's  in  Spain  ;  thus  in  the  dark, 
I  should  be  loath  to  tmst  a  London  spark. 
Some  accident  might,  for  a  priirate  reason. 
Silence  a  female,  all  this  acting  season. 
Hard  fete  of  woman !  Any  one  would  vex. 
To  think  what  odds  yon  men  have  of  onr  sex. 
Restraint  and  costosu  share  onr  inclination. 
Yon  men  can  try,  and  ran  o'er  half  the  nation. 
We  dare  not,  eren  to  avoid  reproach, 
When  yoa*re  at  White's,  peep  ont  of  hackney- 


Nor  with  a  friend  at  night,  onr  feme  regarding. 
With  glass  drawn  np,  £ive  abont  Covcnt-garden. 


If  poor  town-ladies  steal  in  here,  you  rail 
Though  like  chaste  nnns,  their  modest  k 
With  this  deconun  they  can  hardly  gain 
To  be  thought  virtnoas,  ereiwin  Dmry-lai 
Though  thb  yon'U  not  allow,  yet  sure  yoi 
A  plot  to  snap  yon,  in  an  honest  way. 
In  lofo-aAdrSy  one  scarce  wonld  spare  s  I 
All  cheat ;  and  married  folks  may  keep  t 
But  look  as  if  they  cheated  one  anolher. 
You  may  pretend,  onr  aez  diasembles  mo 
But  of  your  truth  none  hnve  mndi  eaase 
Yon  promise  bravely;  but  for  all  your  fto 
We  find  yon're  not  so  valinnt  at  perforad 
Then  sure  Camillo's  conduct  yon'U  appro 
Would  yon  not  do  as  much  for  one  yon  li 
WedlodL's  but  a  blind  bargain  at  the  bol 
You  venture  more,  sometimes,  to  he  n 

Uest. 
All,  soon  or  late,  that  dangerous  venters 
And  some  of  jon  may  make  n 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


'MoMBZsuA  Baritabo,  a  ei-devant  Lawyer  turned 

Ctmntrp-Oentleman. 
KomaEUR   Ghiffard,    Brother    to   Moirsisuii 

Baiward. 
BRAMnm,  in  love  with  BlARiAMit b. 

DORAHT,  Sen  to  MONMBUR  BARNARD. 
Mowaf  ROR  IM  MARgUUL 

Baroit  db  BfBasv. 

Jajvmo,  Cousin  to  BfOltUSUR  BARHARa 
CoLUf,  Servant  to  Monribur  Barjtaro. 
Cbarly,  a  littU  Boy,  Cousin  to  Mariami*  & 


Servant  to  ERASTra. 

MONSIBUR  LA  OaRANTIBRB,  ^ 

MowwBUR  LA  RosB,  \ Friends  toDonAHT. 

MoxsiBUR  Tropionac,  j 

A  Soldier,  Cook,  other  SerrRnts,  itc 

Maoamr  Barnard,  Wife  to  Mowsibur  Barnard. 
Mariamnb,  Daughter  to  Monsibur  Barnard  by 

a  former  marriage, 
Mawkin,  Sister  to  Janno. 
Lmbtta,  Maid  to  Mariamnb. 


SCENE,— Normandy  in  France. 


ACT   I. 


SCENE  I. — A  Room  in  Monsieur  Barnard's 
Country  •  House. 

Enter  Erastus  and  his  ServRiit*  Lisstta /oUouHng, 

Lis.  Once  more  I  tell  ye,  sir,  if  you  have  any 
nmaideration  in  the  world  for  her,  you  must  begone 
tiiis  minute. 

Erast,  My  dear  Lisetta,  let  me  but  speak  to  her, 
let  me  but  see  her  only. 

Lis.  You  may  do  what  you  will ;  but  not  here, 
whilst  you  are  in  our  house.  I  do  believe  she*s  as 
impatient  to  see  you  as  you  can  be  to  see  her ; 
bat — 

Erast.  But  why  won't  you  give  us  that  satisfac- 
tion then  ? 

Lis.  Because  I  know  the  consequence ;  for  when 
you  once  get  together,  the  devil  himself  is  not  able 
to  part  ye ;  you  will  stay  so  long  till  you  are  sur- 
prised, and  what  will  bea>me  of  us  then  ? 

Serv.  Why,  then  we  shall  be  thrown  out  at  the 
window,  I  suppose. 

Lis*  No,  but  I  shall  be  turned  out  of  doors. 

Erast,  How  unfortunate  am  1 1  these  doors  are 
open  to  all  the  world,  and  only  shut  to  me. 

Lis.  Because  you  come  for  a  wife,  and  at  our 
house  we  do  not  care  for  people  that  come  for 
wives. 

Serv.  What  would  yon  have  us  come  for,  child  ? 

Lis.  Anything  but  wives ;  because  they  cannot 
be  put  off  without  portions. 

Serv.  Portions !  No,  no,  never  talk  of  portions ; 
my  master  nor  I  neither  don't  want  portions ;  and 


if  he'd  follow  my  advice,  a  regiment  of  fathers 
should  not  guard  her. 

Lis.  What  say  you  ? 

Serv.  Why,  if  you'll  contrive  that  my  master 
may  run  away  with  your  mistress,  I  don't  much 
care,  faith,  if  I  run  away  with  you. 

Lis.  Don*t  you  so,  rogue's  fiice  !  But  I  hope 
to  be  better  provided  for. 

Erast,  Hold  your  tongues. — But  where  is  Ma- 
riamne's  brother  ?  He  is  my  bosom  friend,  and 
would  be  willing  to  serve  me. 

Lis.  I  told  you  before  that  he  has  been  abroad 
a-hunting,  and  we  han't  seen  him  these  three  days; 
be  seldom  lies  at  home,  to  avoid  his  father's  ill 
humour ;  so  that  it  is  not  your  mistress  only  that 
our  old  covetous  cuff  teases  :— there's  nobody  in 
the  family  but  feels  the  effects  of  his  ill  humour : 
— by  hiiB  good  will  he  would  not  suffer  a  creature 
to  come  within  his  doors,  or  eat  at  his  table ; — -and 
if  there  be  but  a  rabbit  extraordinary  for  dinner,  he 
thinks  himself  ruined  for  ever. 

Erast,  Then  I  find  you  pass  your  time  comfort- 
ably in  this  family. 

Lis,  Not  so  bad  as  you  imagine  neither,  perhaps; 
for,  thank  Heaven,  we  have  a  mistress  thafs  as 
bountiful  as  he  is  stingy,  one  that  will  let  him  say 
what  he  will,  and  yet  does  what  she  wilL  But 
hark,  here's  somebody  coming ;  it  is  certainly  he. 

Erast.  Can't  you  hide  us  somewhere  ? 

Lis.  Here,  here,  get  yon  in  here  as  fast  as  you 
can. 

Serv,  Thrust  me  in  too.  ZPuis  them  into  the  OosH 
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^,  Then  I  doubt,  at  mj  birth,  the 
bat  in  a  sennry  disposition, 
illing  one  of  the  king's  stags,  that  mn 
foge,  is  enongh  to  OTertnni  a  fortune 
established  than  yours. — Howerer,  sir, 
snsent  to  give  me  yoor  daughter,  for 
ill  bear  you  harmless. 
^n.  No,  sir ;  no  man  shall  have  my 
it  won't  take  my  house  too. 
r,  I  will  take  your  house ;  pay  yon  the 
it,  and  you  shall  remain  as  much  master 

m.  No,  sir,  that  won't  do  neither ;  you 
tster  yourseU^  and  from  this  minute 


begin  to  do  the  honours  of  it  in  your  own  per- 
son. 
Eroit.  Sir,  I  readily  consent. 
Mon,  Bam,  Upon  that  condition,  and  in  order 
to  get  rid  of  my  house,  here,  take  my  daughter.— 
And  now,  sir,  if  you  think  you've  a  hard  bargain, 
I  don't  eare  if  I  toss  you  in  my  wife,  to  make  you 
amends. 
Well,  then  since  all  things  tiius  are  furly  sped. 
My  son  in  anger,  and  my  daughter  wed  ; 
My  house  disposed  of,  the  sob  cause  of  strife, 
1  now  may  hope  to  lead  a  happy  life, 
If  I  can  part  with  my  engaging  wife. 

£?Ci¥imf  1 
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when  I  tell  jou  he  had  the  insolence  to 
mj  Tery  dressing-room  here,  with  a 
It  a  head  or  taH. — You  know,  Trusty, 
>t  understand  one  word  he  said,  but 
ore — good  Lord  !  how  the  wretch  did 

lever  heard  the  like,  for  mj  (MurL 

f.  And  all  this  for  nothing  ? 

:.  So  it  proved,  mj  lord,  for  he  got 

t. 

i.  His  swearing  I  suppose  was  for  his 

un.    Who  can  blame  him  ? 

.  If  he  swore  for  money  he  should  be 

Uory. 

;.  Madam,  I  won't  be  bantered,  nor 

man  for  your  eitrayagances.    Do  yon 

money  or  not  ? 

.  He  says  1  do,  but  such  fellows  will 

• 

e.    [Aside."]     Provoking  ! —  [Aloud.] 

lesire  an    account  from  you,  of  all 

but  sii  months  since,  and  give  you 

ar  them  ? 

.  My  lord,   yon    can't  imagine  how 

ce  my  head  ache. 

?.  That  won*t  do.    The  steward  gave 

dred  pounds  besides  but  last  week ; 

• 

.  Gone. 

r.  Gone  !  where  ? 

.  Half  the  town  over  I  believe  by  this 

'.  Madam,  madam,  this  can  be  endured 
id  before  a  month  passes  expect  to  find 

.  Hist,, my  lord,  here's  company. 

Enttr  Captain  TocFca. 

»ee,  your  servant ;  what,  nobody  with 
come  quite  alone  ? 

'e,  I  thought  to  find  company  enough 
rd,  your  servant. — What  a  dense,  you 
1  had  been  up  all  night.  Vm  sure  I 
It  three  hours;  I  would  you'd  give  me 

Some  coffee  there,  tea  too,  and  cho- 

lExit  Trustv. 

f^ng  a  minuet  and  dancing,]  Well, 
e  fellow  am  I  to  be  thus  brisk,  after 
money  last  night ! — But  upon  my  soul 

Y- 

No  matter  for  that,  if  you'll  let  me 

your  money  this  morning, 
it,  with  that  face  ?     Go,  go  wash  it, 
d  put  on  some  handsome  things  ;  you 

likely  woman  last  night ;  I  would  not 
ared  if  you  had  run  five  hundred 
7  debt ;  but  if  I  play  with  you  this 
.d  I'd  advise  you  to  win,  for  I 
ur  personal  security  at  present  for  a 

[Aside.]  To  what  a  nauseous  free- 
en    of  quality  of   late  admit  these 

and  there's  a  morning  exercise  will 
I  to  greater  freedoms  stilL — [Points 
table.]  Some  course  must  be  taken. 

IRriL 

it,  is  my  lord  gone  ?  He  looked  me- 
he  did  not  deUght  much  in  my  com- 
peace  and  plenty  attend  him  for  your 


ladyship's  sak^  and  those-r-wbo  have  now  and  then 
the  honour  to  win  a  hundred  pounds  of  you. 

[(Toe*  to  the  table  singing  and  throtes. 

Lady  Ara.  [TwUchiug  llie  bos  from  him.] 
What,  do  you  intend  to  win  all  the  money  upon  the 
table? — Seven's  the  main — set  me  a  million, 
Toupee. 

Capt,  I  set  you  two,  my  queen— six  to  seven ! 

Lady  Ara.  Six. — The  world's  my  own. 

Both.  Hal  ha!  ha  I 

Lady  Ara.  Oh,  that  my  lord  had  but  spirit  enough 
about  him  to  let  me  play  for  a  thousand  pounds 
a  night-^but  here  comes  country  company. 

Enter  Lady  HaAOPrBCB.  Miss  Brrrv,  Mrs.  MoTHiuav, 
and  C!ok>nel  Coortly. 

Your  servant,  madam,  good  morrow  to  you. 

Lady  Head,  And  to  you,  madam,  we  are  come 
to  breakfast  with  you.  Lord,  are  yon  got  to  those 
pretty  things  already  !  iPoints  to  tkr  dies. 

Lady  Ara.  You  see  we  are  not  such  idle  folks  in 
town  as  you  country  ladies  take  us  to  be ;  we  are 
no  sooner  out  of  our  beds,  but  we  are  at  our  work. 

Miss  Bet.  Will  dear  lady  Arabella  give  us  leave, 
mother,  to  do  a  stitch  or  two  with  her  ? 

iTcJtes  the  box  and  tkrotes. 

Capt.  The  pretty  lively  thing  t 

L<idy  Ara.  With  all  her  heart ;  what  says  your 
mama  ? 

Lady  Head.  She  says,  she  don't  love  to  sit  with 
her  hands  before  her,  when  other  people's  are  em- 
ployed. 

Capt.  And  this  is  the  prettiest  little  sociable 
work,  men  and  women  can  all  do  together  at  it. 

Lady  Head,  Colonel,  you  are  one  with  us,  are 
you  not  ? 

Lady  Ara.  O,  I'll  answer  for  him,  he'll  be  out 
at  nothing. 

Capt.  In  a  facetious  way  ;  he  is  the  politest  per- 
son ;  he  will  lose  his  money  to  the  ladies  so  civilly, 
and  will  win  theirs  with  so  much  good  breeding ; 
and  he  will  be  so  modest  to  'em  before  company, 
and  so  impudent  to  'em  in  a  dark  comer.  Ha  I 
colonel ! 

Lady  Head.  So  I  found  him,  I'm  sure,  last 
night. — Mercy  on  me,  an  ounce  of  virtue  less  than 
I  had,  and  sir  Francis  had  been  undone. 

Capt.    Colonel,  1  smoke  you. 

Col.  And  a  fine  character  you  give  the  ladies  of 
me,  to  help  me. 

Capt.  I  give  'em  just  the  character  of  yon  they 
like,  modest  and  brave. — Come  ladies,  to  business  ; 
look  to  your  money,  every  woman  her  hand  upon 
her  purse. 

Miss  Bet.  Here's  mine,  captain. 

Capt.  Oh,  the  little  soft  velvet  one  ! — and  it's  ar 
full. — Come,  lady  Blowze,  rattle  your  dice  and  awa)* 
with  'em. 

Lady  Ara,  Six — at  all — five  to  six — five— eight 
— at  all  again — nine  to  eight — nine. 

Enter  Sir  Francis,  and  stands  gasing  at  them. 

Seven's  the  main— at  all  for  ever  !         IThrovs  out. 
Miss  Bet.  Now,  mama,  let's  see  what  you  can  do. 

[Lady  Hxadpiccb  takes  the  box. 

Lady  Head.  Well,  TU  warrant  you,  daughter. 

Miss  Bet.  If  you  do,  I'll  follow  a  good  example. 

Lady  Head.  Eight's  the  main — don't  spare  me, 

gentlemen,  I  fear  you  not-^have  at  you  all — seven 

to  eight — seven. 

I  I 
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CapL  Eight,  lady,  eight. — Five  pounds  if  yoa 
please. 

Lady  Ara,  Three,  kinswoman. 

CoL  Two,  madam. 

Mis$  Bet,  And  one  for  miss,  mama. — And  now 
let's  see  what  I  can  do. — [Atide,"]  If  I  should  win 
enough  this  morning  to  buy  me  another  new  gown 
— O  bless  me  1  there  they  go ! — Seven ! — Come 
captain,  set  me  boldly,  I  want  to  be  at  a  hand- 
ful. 

Capt.  There's  two  for  you,  miss. 

Miss  Bet,  I'll  at  'em,  though  I  die  for't. 

Sir  Fran,  Ah  my  poor  child,  take  care  I 

{^Run$  to  itop  the  throw. 

Mis*  Bet.  There. 

Capt.  Out — twenty  pounds,  young  lady. 

Sir  Fran,  False  dice,  sir. 

Capt,  False  dice,  sir !  I  scorn  your  words. — 
Twenty  pounds,  madam. 


Miss  Bet,  Undone  !  undone  ! 

Sir  Fran,  She  shan't  pay  you  a  (arthiD 
won't  have  miss  cheated. 

Capt,  Cheated,  sir  1 

Lady  Head,  What  do  you  mean,  nr  Yi 
disturb  the  company,  and  abuse  the  gi 
thus  ?        • 

Sir  Fran,  I  mean  to  ^  in  a  passion. 

Lady  Head,  And  why  will  you  be  in  a 
sir  Francis  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Because  I  came  here  to 
with  my  lady  there,  before  I  went  dov 
House,  expecting  to  find  my  fiunily  set  rov 
table  with  her,  upon  some  plumcake,  hot 
a  cup  of  strong  beer  ;  instead  of  whic> 
these  good  women  staying  their  stomac) 
box  and  dice,  and  that  man  there,  with  th 
periwig,  making  a  good  hearty  meal  upoi 
and  daughter — 
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LOVE    AND   A   BOTTLE. 


Vade,  aed  incnitas,  qnnlein  dooet  eznils  esse. 

Ovid.  Trftt  i.  1. 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 

PEREGRINE,  LORD  MARQUIS  OP  CARMARTHEN,  &c. 

XiORO,— Betog  equally  a  stranger  to  your  Lordship,  and  the  whole  nobility  of  this  kingdom,  something  of  a  natural 
and  aspiring  motion  in  my  inclinations  lias  prompted  me,  though  I  hasard  a  presumption,  to  declare  my  respect. 
^  "be  the  SQCcess  bow  it  will,  I  am  rain  of  nothing  in  this  piece  but  the  dioice  of  my  patron ;  I  shall  be  so  far  thought 
^^^Acioos  author,  whose  principal  business  is  to  design  his  works  an  offering  to  the  greatest  honour  and  merit. 
'^  ^B^iiBot  here,  my  Lord,  stand  accused  of  any  sort  of  adulation  but  to  m)-aelf,  beoause  oompliments  due  to  merit 
^**'u  upoo  the  girer;  and  the  only  flattery  is  to  myself,  whilst  I  attempt  your  Lordship's  praise.  I  daro  make  no  e«ay 
^9^o«xr  Lordship's  youthful  bravery  and  courage,  because  such  is  always  guarded  with  modesty,  but  shall  venture  to 
*^'^BQt  yoo  some  lines  on  this  subject,  which  the  world  will  undoubtedly  apply  to  your  Lordship. 

Ck>urage  the  highest  gift,  that  scorns  to  bend 

To  mean  devices  for  a  sordid  end. 

Courage— an  independent  q>ark  from  Hearen's  bright  throne. 

By  which  the  soul  stands  raised,  triumphant,  high,  alone. 

Great  in  itself,  not  praises  of  the  crowd. 

Above  all  vice,  it  stoops  not  to  be  proud. 

Courage,  the  mighty  attribute  of  powers  above. 

By  which  those  great  in  war,  are  great  in  lore. 

The  spring  of  all  brave  acts  is  seated  here. 

As  falsehoods  draw  their  sordid  birth  from  fear. 

The  best  and  noblest  part  of  mankind  pay  homage  to  royalty,  what  veneration  then  is  due  to  those  virtues  and 
^dowments  which  even  engaged  the  respect  of  royalty  itself,  in  the  person  of  one  of  the  greatest  emperors  in  the  world, 
1^^  dioae  your  Lordship  not  only  as  a  companion,  but  a  conductor  { 

He  wanted  the  Are  of  such  a  Briton  to  animate  his  cold  Russians,  and  would  therefore  choose  you  his  leader  in  war, 
^  in  traveL  He  knew  the  fiiry  of  the  Turk  could  be  only  stopped  by  an  English  nobleman,  as  the  power  of  France  was 
fey  an  English  king.  A  sense  of  this  greatness  which  might  deter  others,  animates  me  to  address  y(»ur  lordship ;  resolred 
iliat  my  first  muse  should  take  a  high  and  daring  flight,  I  aspired  to  your  Lordship's  protection  for  this  trifle,  which 
t  most  own  myself  now  proud  of,  affording  me  this  opportunity  of  humbly  declaring  myself,  my  Lord,  your  Lordship's 
^MMt  devoted  servant,  G.  FARQUHAR. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


Z    Romxx. 


an  frith  QeniUman,  (if  a  wild  roving 

temper  t  newljf  come  to  London, 
LorawBix,  hie  Friind,  eober  and  modeet,  in  lop* 

with  hvcntVA, 
Moaunona.  a  pounp  Squiret  come  newlpfirom  the 

Univertitjft  and  eeUing  up  for  a  Beau, 
Ltbig,  a  Poet. 
PAafrax.sT,  a  BookeeUer 
RiOAnotiv,  a  Daneing-Maeter. 
NiifBX.awRf8T,  a  Fencing-Master. 
CuTB,  Servant  to  IUockmodb.  ' 
Dmmr,  Servant  to  larmwmLL, 


LrcfNDA.  a  Ladp  of  ecneiderable  Fortune. 

Lbanthb,  Sister  to  Lovbwbll,  in  love  with  Rob- 
buck,  and  disguised  as  Locinda's  Page, 

Trudob,  Whore  to  Robbuck. 

Widow  Bi7i.lpincm,  Landlady  to  BIocxMons. 
Lvjuc,  and  Trudob. 

PiNORBSs,  Attendant  and  Conjldatde  to  Locinca. 


Bailiffb*,  Cripple,  Porter,  Boy,  Masks,  Dancers, 
and  Attendimtfl. 


SCENE.— London. 


* 


THE   CONSTANT   COUPLE; 


OR, 


A  TRIP  TO  THE  JUBILEE. 


0  CDomebs. 


Sfre  fATore  tnli,  siTe  banc  ego  oanniiie  fuiiam ; 
Jure  tibl  gratee,  oaodide  lector,  ago. 

Ons.  Trist  It.  10. 


TO  THE  HONOURABLE 

I  ROGER  MOSTYN,  BART.,  OF  MOSTYN-HALL  IN  FLINTSHIRE. 

ia  no  amall  reflection  on  pieces  of  this  nature,  that  panegyric  ia  ao  mncli  improred,  and  tbat  dedication  ia 
ire  an  art  than  poetry ;  that  aathors,  to  make  their  patrons  more  than  men,  make  themadves  lest ;  and  tlaat 
hooonr  are  forced  to  de(dine  patronising  wit,  because  their  modesty  cannot  bear  the  gross  strokes  of  adulation, 
e  me  leave  to  say,  8ir,  that  I  am  too  yoimg  an  author  to  have  learned  the  art  of  flattery ;  and,  I  hope,  the 
esty  which  recommended  this  play  to  the  world,  will  also  reconcile  my  addresses  to  you,  of  whom  I  can  say 
at  what  your  merits  may  warrant,  and  all  that  have  the  honour  of  your  acquaintance  will  be  proud  to 

fttest  panegyric  upon  yon,  Bir.  is  the  unprejudiced  and  bare  truth  of  your  diaracter,  the  fire  of  youth,  with  the 
>  of  a  senator,  and  the  modem  gaiety  of  a  fine  English  gentleman,  with  the  noble  solidity  of  the  ancient 

he  character,  Sir,  which  all  men,  but  yourself,  are  proud  to  poblisb  of  you,  and  which  more  celebrated  pens 
i  should  transmit  to  posterity. 

y  has  had  some  noble  appearances  to  honour  its  representation ;  and  to  complete  the  success,  I  hare  presumed 
•0  noble  a  name  to  usher  it  into  the  world.  A  stately  frontispiece  is  the  beauty  of  a  building.  But  here  I 
srerae  Ovid : — materia  superabU  opus.    I  am,  honourable  Sir,  your  most  devoted  and  bumble  servant, 

O.  FARQUHAR. 


PREFACE  TO  THE  READER. 

;ted  modesty  is  very  often  the  greatest  vanity,  and  authors  are  sometimes  prouder  of  their  blushes  than  of  the 
at  occasioned  them.  I  shan't  therefore,  like  a  foolish  virgin,  fiy  to  be  pursued,  and  deny  what  I  chiefiy  wish 
very  willing  to  acknowledge  the  beauties  of  this  play,  especially  those  of  the  third  night,  which  not  to  be 
rere  the  height  of  impudence.  Who  is  ashamed  to  value  himself  upon  such  favours,  undervalues  those  who 
them. 

dy  submit  to  the  criticisms  of  the  Judioion.«,  so  I  cannot  call  this  an  ill  play,  since  the  town  has  allowed  it 
iss.  When  they  have  pardoned  my  faults  'twere  very  ill  manners  to  condemn  their  indulgence.  Some  may 
acquaintance  in  town  being  too  slender  to  make  a  party  for  the  play)  that  the  success  must  be  derived  from 
lerita  of  the  causa  I  am  of  another  opinion :  I  have  not  been  long  enough  in  town  to  raise  enemies  against 
he  En^iah  are  still  kind  to  strangers.  I  am  below  the  envy  of  great  wits,  and  above  the  malice  of  little  onea. 
displeased  the  ladies,  nor  offended  the  clergy ;  both  which  are  now  pleased  to  say,  that  a  comedy  may  be 
srithout  smut  and  profaneness. 

those  advantages,  the  beauties  of  action  gave  the  greatest  life  to  the  play,  of  which  the  town  is  so  sensible, 
ill  Join  with  me  in  commendation  of  the  actors,  and  allow  (without  detracting  from  the  merit  of  others)  that 
vBoyal  aflTords  an  excellent  and  complete  set  of  comedians.  Mr.  WilksTs  performance  has  set  him  so  far  above 
o  in  the  part  of  Wildair,  that  none  can  pretend  to  envy  the  praise  due  to  his  merit.  That  he  made  the  part, 
r  from  hence,  that  whenever  the  stage  has  the  misfortune  to  lose  him.  Sir  Harry  Wildair  may  go  to  the 

many  quarrel  at  the  Trip  to  the  Jubilee  for  a  misnomer :  I  must  tell  them,  that  perhaps  there  are  greater 
le  play ;  and  when  I  find  that  more  exact  plays  have  had  better  success.  Til  talk  with  the  critios  about  deoo- 
However,  if  I  ever  commit  another  fault  of  this  nature,  I'll  endeavour  to  make  it  more  excnaahle. 

LL 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


Sir  IIarry  WiLDAm,  an  airy  OentUman,  affecting 

humorous  ffaietp  and/rtedom  in  his  behaviour. 
CoLOHKL  SrANDARD,  a  disbanded  Qfflctr,  brave  and 

gcnrrous. 
Visard,  outteardlp  pious,  otherwise  «  grtat  debauchee 

and  villain. 
Aldkrman  8MUOOLKR,  OH  Old  Merchant 
CuNCHKR  Bcnior,  a  pert  London   Prentice  turned 

Beau^  and  affecting  travel. 
-Cuwchrr    JimioA,    his    Brother,    educated   in  the 

Ccuntrf. 

SCENE, 


DrcKY.  his  Man. 

TtM  Errand,  a  Porigr, 

Lady  Lurxwbll,  nf  a  jilting  temper,  proetit 

a  resentment  of  her  wrongs /^cm  Men. 
Lady  Darldco,  an  old  Ladp,  Molker  to  Am 
Anorlica,  a  Woman  tff  Honour, 
Parly,  Maid  to  Lady  LdrrwrUi. 

Butler,  Jailur.  Constable,  Uch,  Porter^  l^ 

Footmen. 
-London. 


PROLOGUE 

BY   A   FRIEND. 


Posts  will  think  nothing  so  checks  their  fury 
As  wits,  cits,  beaux,  and  women,  for  their  jury. 
Our  spark's  half  dead  to  think  what  medley's  come, 
With  blended  judgments  to  pronounce  his  doom, 
nis  all  false  fear ;  for  in  a  mingled  pit, 
Why,  what  your  grave  don  thinks  but  dully  writ. 
His  neighbour  i'th'  great  wig  may  take  for  wit. 
Some  authors  court  the  few,  the  wise,  if  any ; 
Our  youth's  content,  if  he  can  reach  the  many, 
Wlio  go  with  much  like  ends  to  church,  and  play. 
Not  to  observe  what  priests  or  poets  say  ; 
No,  no,  your  thoughts,  like  theirs,  lie  quite  another 

way. 
The  ladies  safe  may  smile  :  for  here's  no  slander. 
No  smut,  no  lewd-tongued  beau,  no  double-entendre, 
'Tis  true,  he  has  a  spark  just  come  from  France, 
But  then  so  far  from  beau — why,  he  talks  sense  ! 
Like  coin  oft  carried  out,  but — seldom  brought  from 

thence. 
There's  yet  a  gang  to  whom  our  spark  submits, 
Your  elbow-shaking  fool,  that  lives  by's  wits, 
lliat's  only  witty  though,  just  as  he  lives,  by  fits. 
Who,  lion-like,  through  bailiffs  scours  away, 
Hunts,  in  the  face,  a  dinner  all  the  day, 


At  night,  with  empty  bowels,  ginmhl 

play. 
And  now  the  modish  prentice  be  imploi 
Who,  with  his  master  s  cash,  stolen  out 
Employs  it  on  a  brace  of — ^honourable  i 
While  their  good  bulky  mother  pleased, 
Bawd  regent  of  the  bubble  gallery. 
Next  to  our  mounted  friends,  we  hnmbl 
Who  all  your  side-box  tricks  are  mndi 
And  never  fail  to  pay  us — with  year  lot 
Ah,  friends  !     Poor  Dorset  garden-boi 
Our  merry  meetings  there  are  all  nndoi 
Quite  lost  to  us,  sure  for  some  straotte 
That    strong    dog   Samson's  pnflM  i 

heads, 
Snaps  rope  like  thread;  but  wben  hi 

told  him. 
He'll  hear  perhaps  of  rope  will  one  day 
At  least,  I  hope,  that  our  good-natured 
Will  find  a  way  to  pull  his  prizes  down. 
Well,  that's  all  1  Now,  gentlemen,  ft 
On  second  thoughts,  I've  but  two  word 
Such  as  it  is  for  your  delight  design'd, 
Hear  it,  read,  try,  judge,  and  speak  as  ; 


ANOTHER  PROLOGUE. 


I 


'Ti8  hard,  the  author  of  this  play  in  view, 
Should  be  condemn'd,  purely  for  pleasing  you  : 
Charged  with  a  crime,  which  you,  his  judges,  own 
Was  only  this,  that  he  has  pleased  the  town. 
He  tooch'd  no  poet*s  verse,  nor  doctor's  bills ; 

No  foe  to  B re,  yet  a  friend  to  Wills. 

No  reputation  stabb'd  by  sour  debate  ; 
Nor  had  a  hand  in  bankrupt  Brisco's  fate  : 
And,  as  an  ease  to's  tender  conscience,  vows, 
He's  none  of  those  that  broke  the  t'other  house  : 
In  perfect  pity  to  their  wretched  cheer, 
Because  his  play  was  bad — he  brought  it  here. 
The  dreadful  sin  of  murder  cries  aloud  ; 
And  sure  these  poets  ne*er  can  hope  for  good, 
Who  dipp'd   their  barbarous  pens  in  that  poor 

house's  blood. 
'Twas  malice  all :  no  malice  like  to  theirs. 
To  write  good  plays,  purpose  to  starve  the  players. 
To  starve  by's  wit,  is  still  the  poet's  due. 
But  here  are  men  whose  wit  is  match'd  by  few  ; 
Their  wit  both  starves  themselves  and  others  too. 


Our  plays  are  farce,  because  our  house  ie 
Their  plays  all  good  ;  for  what  ? — bees 

damn'd. 
Because  we  pleasure  you,  yon  call  ns  to 
And   'cause  you   please  yourselves  thi 

fools. 
By  their  good-nature,  they  are  vrits,  tn 
And  men  of  breeding,  by  their  respects 
To  engage  the  fair,  all  other  means  beh 
They  fright  the  boxes  with  old  Shakspea 
The  ladies  of  such  spectres  should  taJce 
For  'twas  the  devil  did  raiite  that  ghost 
Their  case  is  hard  that  such  despair  cai 
They've  disobliged  all  powers  above,  tlu 
And  now  must  have  recourse  to  powers 
Let    Shakspeare    then    lie    still,   ghoi 

good  ; 
The  fair  are  better  pleased  with  flesh  ai 
What  is't  to  them,  to  mind  the  andent 
But  the  poor  folks  are  mad,  and  I'm  in 


A  TRIP  TO    THE  JUBILEE. 


sa& 


EPILOGUE, 


SPOKEN   BT   MR.  WILVS. 


epart,  each  his  respective  way, 

m  evening's  chat  upon  the  play ; 

LippoUto's  ;  one  homeward  goes, 

rith  loving  she  retires  to  the  Rose. 

»U8  pair  in  All  things  frank  and  free, 

tay  save  the  play — in  number  Three. 

g  spark,  if  Phillis  aoght  gainsays, 

e  drawer's  head,  kiclu  her,  and  mnrders 

)ay8. 

iome  retreat  to  save  their  pockets, 

ore  generous,  damn  the  play  at  Locket*s; 

I  hope,  the  author's  fears  are  vain, 
'er  spoke  in  generous  champagne, 
merits  an  ignoble  death, 

to  fall  over  a  brave  Monteth. 
Bge  of  wine  we  only  ask, 
te  again  before  you  damn  the  flask. 
T  fears  not  you ;  but  those  he  may, 
dd  blood  murder  a  man  in  tea. 
n  of  spleen,  who  fond  the  world  should 
mow  it, 

and  for  their  twopence  damn  a  poet, 
icism's  good,  that  we  can  say  for't, 
BTstand  a  play — too  well  to  pay  for't. 


From  box  to  stage,  from  stage  to  box  they  mn. 
First  steal  the  play,  then  damn  it  when  they've 

done. 
But  now,  to  know  what  fate  may  us  betide. 
Among  our  friends,  in  Comhill  and  Cheapside : 
But  those,  I  think,  have  but  one  rule  for  plays ; 
They'll  say  they're  good,  if  so  the  world  says. 
If  it  should  i^ease  tibem  and  their  spouses  know  it, 
They  straight  inquire  what  kind  of   man's  the 

poet 
But  fk'om  side-box  we  dread  a  fearfU  doom, 
All  the  good-natured  beaux  are  gone  to  Rome. 
The  ladies'  censure  I'd  almost  forgot, 
Then  for  a  line  or  two  to  engage  their  vote : 
But  that  way*s  old,  below  our  author's  aim, 
No  less  than  his  whole  play  is  compliment  to 

them. 
For  their  sakes  then  the  play  can't  miss  succeeding. 
Though  critics  may  want  wit,   they   have  good 

breeding. 
They  won't,  I'm  sure,  forfeit  the  ladies'  graces, 
By  showing  their  ill-nature  to  their  faces. 
Our  business  with  good  manners  may  be  done, 
I  Flatter  us  here«  and  damn  us  when  yon' re  gone. 


SIR  HARRY  WILDAIR. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


IR. 

ounger  Brother  to  Sir  Harry. 

>. 

,  a  Naval  Officer,  Brother  to 

juiH,  a  sharping  Rrfugee. 
'Ifc-Beau  turned  Politician. 
Sir  Harry. 
Captain  Firxball. 


Lord  Bkllamy. 
Rkmmtant,  a  Tailor* 

Lady  Lurswtsix. 

Anoklica. 

Parly. 

Ladies,  Chambemutlds,  Ghost,  Sailor,  Fooftmen, 
Jcc.  « 


SCENE,— London. 


PROLOGUE, 


n  most  their  late  essays, 
,  by  damning  other  plays  ; 
is  to  teach  you  what  was  fit 
and  go  down  for  wit. 

form  an  English  piece, 
iply  with  ancient  Greece. 
I  as  Terence  writ, 
ik'd  Lucretiaa  in  the  pit. 

swears  he  cares  not  a  pin 
r,  Hedelin,  or  Rapin  : 

pens  such  laboured  lays, 

which  he  writes  his  plays, 
et  others  take  their  view, 
g,  hut  he  studies  you. 
UK,  his  lesson  is  formality, 
I  there — most  nice  morality ; 
B  Pegasus  must  fly, 

and  lodge,  three  stories  high. 


From  the  front  boxes  he  has  pick'd  his  style. 
And  learns,  without  a  blush,  to  make  'em  smile: 
A  lesson  only  taught  us  by  the  fair, — 
A  waggish  action,  but  a  modest  air. 
Among  his  friends  here  in  the  pit  he  reads 
Some  rules  that  every  modish  writer  needs. 
He  learns  from  every  Covent-garden  critic's  face. 
The  modem  forms  of  action,  time,  and  place. 
The  action  he's  ashamed  to  name,  d*ye  see  ; 
The  time  is  seven,  the  place  is  number  Three. 
The  masks  he  only  reads  by  passant  looks, 
He  dares  not  venture  far  into  their  books. 
Thus,  then,  the  pit  and  boxes  are  his  schools, 
Your  air,  your  humour,  his  dramatic  rules. 
Let  critics  censure  then,  and  hiss  like  snakes. 
He  gains  his  ends,  if  his  light  fancy  takes 
St.  James's  beaux,  and  Covent-garden  rakes. 


ACT  I. 


C  I. —  The  Park. 


D  and  Captain  FiRaBAi.L  meeting. 

er  Fireball !  welcome  ashore. 

limbs  firm,  and  frigate  safe  ? 

my  fortune  and  friends  could 

news  from  the  Baltic  } 
r  are  three  or  four  young  boys 
^c  got  globes  and  sceptres  to 
W.  to  loggerheads  about  their 
lish  came  in  like  Robin  Good- 
ind  made  'em  be  quiet. 
it  place,  then,  you're  to  con- 
.  You  have  heard,  I  suppose, 
fine  lady  with  a  great  fortune, 
was  my  first  news  upon  my 
Standard  had  married  the  fine 
ne  lady  indeed  1  a  very  fine 
other,  I  had  rather  turn  skip- 
inoe  than  manage  the  vessel 

irr 

s'll  run  adjrift  with  every  wind 

.  sail  and  ^no  ballast.— Shall  I 


tell  you  the  character  I  have  heard  of  a  fine  lady  ? 
A  fine  lady  can  laugh  at  the  death  of  her  husband, 
and  cry  for  the  loss  of  a  lapdog :  a  fine  lady  is 
angry  without  a  cause,  and  pleased  without  a  rea- 
son :  a  fine  lady  has  the  vapours  all  the  morning 
and  the  colic  all  the  afternoon  :  the  pride  of  a  fine 
lady  is  above  the  merit  of  an  understanding  head  ; 
yet  her  vanity  will  stoop  to  the  adoration  of  a 
peruke :  and,  in  fine,  a  fine  lady  goes  to  church 
for  fashion's  sake,  and  to  the  basset-table  with  de- 
votion ;  and  her  passion  for  gaming  exceeds  her 
vanity  of  being  thought  virtuous,  or  the  desire  of 
acting  the  contrary. — We  seamen  speak  plain, 
brother. 

Stand,  You  seamen  are  like  your  element,  al- 
ways tempestuous,  too  ruffling  to  handle  a  fine  lady. 

Fire.  Say  you  so  ?  why  then,  give  me  thy  hand, 
honest  Frank  ;  and  let  the  world  talk  on,  and  be 
damned  ! 

Stand.  The  world  talk,  say  you  ?  what  does  the 
world  talk  ? 

Fire.  Nothing,  nothing  at  alL — They  only  say 
what's  usual  upon  such  occasions  :  that  your  wife's 
the  greatest  coquette  about  the  court,  and  your  wor- 
ship the  greatest  cackold  about  the  city ;  that's  all. 
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Enter  Footman. 

Foot.   Madam,  my  master  desires — 

Latfy  Lure.  Hold,  hold,  fellow  I  for  Gad's  sake, 
Hold  !  If  thou  touch  my  clothes  with  that  tobacco- 
breath  of  thine,  I  shall  poison  the  whole  drawing- 
room  I     Stand  at  the  door  pray,  and  speak. 

[Footman  ffoes  to  the  door  and  speaks. 

Foot.  My  master,  madam,  desires — 

Lady  Lure.  Oh,  hideous! — Now  the  rascal 
bellows  so  loud  that  he  tears  my  head  to  pieces  ! — 
[To  Chambermaid.]  Here,  Awkwardness,  go  Uke 
the  booby's  message,  and  bring  it  to  me. 

[Chambermaid  goes  to  the  door,  whispers,  and  returns. 

Cham.  My  master  desires  to  know  how  your 
ladyship  rested  last  night,  and  if  you  are  pleased 
to  admit  of  a  visit  this  morning. 

Leuiy  Lure.  Ay.— [Exeunt  Chambermaid  and 
Footman.]  Why,  this  is  civil !  Tis  an  insupport- 
able  toil,  though,  for  women  of  quality  to  model 
their  husbands  to  good  breeding. 

Enter  Colonel  SrAicnAaD. 

Stand.  Good-morrow,  my  dearest  angel!  how 
have  you  rested  last  night .' 

Lady  Lure.  Lard,  Lard,  colonel !  what  a  room 
have  you  made  me  here  with  your  dirty  feet ! — 
Bless  me,  sir !  will  you  never  be  reclaimed  from 
your  slovenly  campaign-airs  ?  'Tis  the  most  un- 
mannerly thing  in  nature  to  make  a  sliding-bow  in 
a  lady's  chamber  with  dirty  shoes  ;  it  writes  rude- 
ness upon  the  boards ! 

Stand.  [Asid^.]  A  very  odd  kind  of  reception 
this,  truly  \-^[Aloud,]  I'm  very  sorry,  madam, 
that  the  offences  of  my  feet  should  create  an  aver- 
sion to  my  company  :  but  for  the  future,  I  shall 
honour  your  ladyship's  apartment  as  the  Sepulchre 
at  Jerusidem,  and  always  come  in  barefoot. 

Lady  Lure.  Sepulchre  at  Jerusalem  !  your  com- 
pliment, sir,  is  very  far-fetched.  But  your  feet 
indeed  have  a  very  travelling  air. 

Stand,  Come,  come,  my  dear,  no  serious  dis- 
putes upon  trifles;  since  you  know  I  never  contend 
with  you  in  matters  of  consequence.  You  are  still 
mistress  of  your  fortune,  and  marriage  has  only 
made  you  more  absolute  in  your  pleasure,  by  add- 
ing one  faithful  servant  to  your  desires — Come, 
clear  your  brow  of  that  uneasy  chagrin,  and  let 
that  pleasing  air  take  place  that  first  ensnared  my 
heart !  I  have  invited  some  gentlemen  to  dinner, 
whose  friendships  deserve  a  welcome  look.  Let 
their  entertainment  show  how  blessed  you  have 
made  me,  by  a  plentiful  fortune  and  the  love  of  so 
agreeable  a  creature. 

Lady  Lure.  Your  friends.  I  suppose,  are  all 
men  of  quality  ? 

Stand.  Madam,  they  are  officers,  and  men  of 
honour. 

Lady  Lure.  Officers,  and  men  of  honour  !  that 
is,  they  will  daub  the  stairs  with  their  feet,  stain 
all  the  rooms  with  their  wine,  talk  bawdy  to  my 
woman,  rail  at  the  parliament,  then  at  one  another, 
&11  to  cutting  of  throats,  and  break  all  my  china. 

Stand.  Admitting  that  I  kept  such  company, 
'tis  unkind  in  you,  madam,  to  talk  so  severely  of 
my  friends. — But  my  brother,  my  dear,  is  just 
come  from  his  voysge,  and  will  be  here  to  pay  his 
respects  to  you. 

Lady  Lure.  Sir,  I  shall  not  be  at  leisure  to 
entertain  a  person  of  hit  Wapping  education,  1  can 
Msure  yotu 


Enter  PAaLT,  asid  •ehttper^  La4y  Lnun 

Sir,  I  have  some  bosinen  vrith  my  wo 
may  entertain  your  sea-monster  by  yoa 
may  command  a  dish  of  poric  and  pes 
bowl  of  punch,  I  suppose ;  and  so,  sir,  i 
may  do  you. — Come,  Parly.  [JRnt ' 

Stand.   Hell  and  furies  1 

Enter  Captain  Vikmmalu 

Fire.  With  all  my  heart.—  Where's 
brother? — How  now,  man,  what's  the 
Is  dinner  ready  ? 

Stand.  No. — I  don't  know. — Hang  it 
that  I  invited  yon :  for  you  most  knoi 
wife  is  very  much  out  of  order ;  taken  d 
ill  of  a  sudden.     So  that — 

Fire.  Psha  I  nothing,  nothing  bat  i 
qualm ;  breeding  children,  or  breedinf 
Where  is  she,  man  ?  Prithee  let  me  see  b 
to  see  this  fine  lady  you  have  got. 

Stand,  Upon  my  word  she's  very  ill, 
see  anybody. 

Fire.  So  ill  that  she  can't  see  anybod 
she's  not  in  labour  sure !  I  tdl  yoe, 
her. — Where  is  she  ?  [£« 

Stand.  No,  no,  brother ;  she's  gone 
take  the  air. 

Fire.  What  the  devil !  dangeroos  nA 
out!  So  sick  that  she'll  see  nobody i 
gone  abroad  to  see  all  the  world  ! — Ay. 
made  your  fortunes  with  a  vengeanci 
brother,  you  shall  dine  with  me  at  Locke 
these  family-dinners,  where  a  man's  obi 
Lard,  madam ! — No  apology,  dear  sir !- 
good  indeed,  madam  I — For  yourself,  dei 
— W^here,  between  the  rubbcxl  flo<H'  nndi 
china  in  one  comer,  and  the  glasses  in 
man  can't  make  two  strides  without  hai 
life.  Commend  me  to  a  boy  and  a  bell 
coming,  sir  !  Much  noise,  no  attendai 
dirty  room,  where  I  may  eat  like  a  he 
like  a  fish,  and  #wear  Uke  a  devil.  1 
family  dinners  1  come  along  with  me. 


Enter  BAirnta,  %eho  seeing  them,  soewu  is 

Stand.  Who's  that  ?    Come  in,  sir. 
ness,  pray  sir  ? 

Ban.  Perhaps,  sir,  it  may  not  be  so 
inform  you ;  for  you  appear  to  be  as  grea 
here  as  myself. 

Fire.  Come,  come  away,  brother ;  h< 
business  with  your  wife. 

Ban.  His  wife  !  Gadso  1  a  pretty  fel 
pretty  fellow,  a  likely  fellow,  and  a  han 
low  ;  1  find  nothing  like  a  monster  ab( 
would  fain  see  his  forehead  though.- 
humble  servant. 

Stand.  Yours,  sir. — But  why  d'ye  i 
my  face  ? 

Ban.  I  was  told,  sir,  that  the  lady 
husband  had  something  very  remarkab 
eyes,  by  which  he  might  be  known. 

Fire.  Mark  that,  brother  ! 

lAside  to  ColovM 

Stand.  Your  information,  sir,  was  rif 
a  cross  cut  over  my  left  eye  that's  very  i 
But  pray,  sir,  by  what  marks  are  yoa  to 

Ban.  Sir,  1  am  dignified  and  distin 
the  name  and  title  of  beau  Banter;  I' 
brother  to  sir  Harry  Wildair;  and  I  hop 
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Sland.  K  noble  plot !— But  now  il'i 
(hill  ■«  put  it  in  eieculion  ?  for  not  oi 
fclloKi    itlr*   about   vilfaout   his  gard 


Xnltr  Footnun, 

Fool.  Sir,  her«'»  Mr.  Clincher  belon 
the  honour  to  kiu  jour  hind. 

Stand.  Ay.  wh;  here'i  inntber  bmi. 

Fin.  Ut  him  come,  let  bim  come 
jon  how  to  mtiiigc  i  be«n  preientlj. 

Sltnd.  Hold,  hold,  lir;  tbiiiiaiimi 
■i*e  hllaw,  that  will  nther  miiks  D>  di* 

Firt.  Di.er»lon  1  .j.  Why,  I'll  I 
down  •      ■■        ■ 


Sirnd.  No,  no  ;  prithee  be  a 


■urhlt  ot  intrigaing  (ome  mund»  ago  b 
Hurried. — Here,  bid  him  come  up. — [. 
nuD.]  He'i  worth  yonr  leqnaiotince, 
Fitt.  My  acqiuinunce  I  what  is  ' 


Sicnd.  f 


westbei 


Terj  hnrd,  but  as  lightaa 
of  the  timei,  and  nefer  bill  to  pick  D| 
mour  or  other  out  of  the  pablic  reroh 
prove*  diverting  enough.  Some  time 
got  the  trBTcUing  maggot  in  hia  heai! 
going  to  the  Jabilee  apou  all  occasions  ' 
since  the  new  revolntioa  in  Earope,  an 
has  possessed  him,  and  he  nus  starli 
news  and  ^litici. 


Clineh. 

Nn 

what- 

Ihi 

fellow  ? 

Methinka  he  has 

snspic 

lOU. 

air.- 

Yo 

r  ear,    colonel.—' 

Stand.  Wiitn  did  jon  hear  it  ? 

Clinch.  1  reed  it  in  the  public  news.  C 

Stand.  Ha  !  bk  I  ha  t— And  why  d' 
ic  for  a  secret  ? 

Clinch.  Odaol  faith,  tbat'itroc—E 
low  there,  what  is  he  ? 

Sland.  My  brother  Fireball,  just  come 
the  Baltic. 

Odso  ! — Noble  captain,  I'm 


humble  i 


castle.— Nay 


I,  from  the  i 


tptain,  tell  as  the  newi Odsi 

pleaaed  I  hate  met  you!  Well,  the 
captain. — Yon  sailed  a  brave  nqnadron 
war  to  the  Bailie— Well,  aad  wbst  tbei 

Fm.  Why,  then- ire  came  back  agi 

Clinch.  Did  you,  failh  .'—Foolish  !  fo 
fooliih  '. — a  riglit  aca-captain. — But,  wt 
do  I  how  did  you  fight'?  what  storm 
meet  ?  attd  what  whales  did  you  aee  ? 

Fin.  We  had  »  violent  atorm  off  I 
Jutland. 

Clinch.  Jutland  I  Ay,  that's  part  ol 
—Well,  and  eo  i— yon  entered  the  Sa< 
you  mauled  Copenhagen,  faith. — And 
pretty,  dear,  sweet,  pretty  king  of  Swe 

Fite.  Whj,  tail  and  slender. 
Clinch.    Tall  and  sleuder !      Mnch 
piteh  ?  eh  ? 
FiT».  Not  au  groBS,  nor  altogether  iw 
CliniA.  Nol  rmK>rryfoi'l|T(Tyaom 


Dnel,    I'd 


riati 


-Hen 


mightily  ti 


ml  bat  now  it  it 

It,  captain,  yon  tell  ns  no  newi 
tell  you  one  piece  that  all 

d  still  yoD  are  a  attvuger  h.  it 
Bless  me!  wbat  can  dii*  ne ? 

hat  yon  are  a  fooL 
Eh  I  witty,  witty  M>-ctptaii 

ider,  captain,  that  your  imd 

lit  yonr  ship  to  pieces. 

Because,  air,  it  is  so  Tciy  Oi 
There's  wit  fen'  yon,  air — 
PaaLT,  ondfrfKMCoIoBclSTiinui 

letter  !  then,  there's  news.. — ^ 
1  poit  ? — What  newt,  dear  col 
ark  ye,  Mra.  Parly. 

The  BOn  of  ■  whote  I  is  it  be 

Madam, 
a/raid  fo  break  open  llu  u 

I  thould  vi"lale  the  work  t] 
tb,  fulsome  fop  ! — /.  Ihrrtfin 
f  mg  kiisei  Ifiaired  it  am 
h  a  turn  of  style  as  takes  a  fi 
'  neat  but  that  the  pf*pe't  a 
patketi  apoa  thai  affair  to 
lent  in  Waki ;  but  I  ihcU 
inii  hapten  to  wait  sn  you  c 
,  arilh  the  teingi  of  a  Fl^ng  Pi 
ToBV  Ci 
:,  Mr.  Toby.— Hark  je,  hi 


rogue. 


a  letter  to  my  wifr 

t  me  tear  him  to  pi 


indeed  l    _liel  n 


her,  I  hate  preiailed  oi 


His  own  >0Bmal  I    Odso,  Id 
Show  it  him. 

Now  for  news.- [Reads.] 
«  1 7lh,  from  the  6lh  noms  , 
ill  rariable.  courui  per  trai 


milet,  departure  teetl  40  mii 
nt  54  drgteei  13  mituila 
rent  from  the  bearing  of  On 
ie  6b  mUei. — Odso  !  gnat  n 
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your  commands  to  meet  you  in  London  ;  and  if  you 
can  remember  your  own  hand^  there  'tis. 

lOivesaUlter. 

Sir  Har,  [Looking  over  the  letter »"]  Oli !  pray, 
sir,  let  me  consider  you  a  little — By  Jupiter  a 
pretty  boy,  a  very  pretty  boy  1  a  handsome  face, 
good  shape, — [H^a//r*  about  and  viewg  A/m,]  well 
dressed. — The  rogue  has  a  good  leg  too  ! — Come 
kiss  me,  child. — Ay,  he  kisses  like  one  of  the  family, 
the  right  velvet  lip. — Canst  thou  dance,  child  ? 

Ban,  Oui,  monsieur. 

Lady  Lure.  Heyday  !  French  too  !  why  sure, 
sir,  you  could  never  be  bred  at  Oxford  I 

Ban,  No,  madam,  my  clothes  were  made  in 
London. — Brother,  1  have  some  affairs  of  conse- 
quence to  communicate,  which  require  a  little 
privacy. 

Lady  Lure.  Oh,  sir,  I  beg  your  pardon,  1*U 
leave  yon. — Sir  Harry,  you'll  atay  supper  ? 


Sir  Har.  Assnr^ment,  madame. 
Ban.  Yes,  madam,  we'll  both  stay. 

Sir  Har.  Both  !— Sir,  111  send  yon 
your  mutton  commons  again.     How  now 

Ban.  No,  no ;  I  shall  find  better  mut 
roons  by  messing  with  you,  brotber.--C 
Harry  ;  if  you  stay,  I  stay  ;  if  yon  go,  a] 

Sir  Har.  Why,  the  devil's  in  this  yoaii 
Why  airrah,  hast  thou  any  thoughts  of  1 
heir  ?  Why,  you  dog,  you  ought  to  pirn] 
you  should  keep  a  pack  of  wenches  o'  p 
hunt  down  matrimony.  Don*t  yon  know 
lawful  wedlock  in  me  is  certain  poverty 
Look  ye,  sirrah,  come  along :  and  for  i 
pointment  just  now,  if  yon  don't  get  i 
mistress  to  night,  I'll  marry  to-morrow,  ] 
leave  you  a  groat. — Go,  pimp,  like  a  da 
ther  I  IPusket  kim  mm 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I.— ^  Tavern. 


Enter  CapUtn  Firiball,  hauling  in  Clinchir. 

yire.  Come,  sir,  not  drink  the  king's  health  ! 

Clinch.  Pray  now,  good  captain,  excuse  me. 
Look  here,  sir  ; — [Pulling  out  his  watch,  j  the  cri- 
tical minute,  the  critical  minute,  faith  ! 

Fire.  What  d'ye  mean,  sir  ? 

Clinch.  The  lady's  critical  minute,  sir. — Sir, 
your  humble  servant.  [Going. 

Fire,  Well,  the  death  of  this  Spanish  king  will — 

Clinch.  [Returninff.]  Eh  !  what's  that  of  the 
Spanish  king  ?     Tell  me,  dear  captain,  tell  me. 

Fire.  Sir,  if  you  please  to  sit  down,  I'll  tell  you 
that  old  Don  Carlos  is  dead. 

Clinch.  Dead  ! — nay,  then — [Sits  down.}  Here, 
pen  and  ink,  boy ;  pen  and  ink  presently  ;  I  must 
write  to  my  correspondent  in  Wales  straight. — 
Dead  ! —  [Ruest  and  walks  about  in  disorder. 

Fire.  What's  the  matter,  sir  ? 

Clinch.  Politics,  politics,  stark  mad  with  politics. 

Fire.  'Sdeath,  sir,  what  have  such  fools  as  you 
to  do  with  politics  ? 

Clinch.  What,  sir?  the  Succession  ! — Not  mmd 
the  Succession  1 

Fire.  Nay,  that's  minded  already;  'tis  settled 
upon  a  prince  of  France. 

Clinch.  What,  settled  already  ! — the  best  news 
that  ever  came  into  England  ! — Come,  captain,  faith 
and  troth,  captain,  here^s  a  health  to  the  Succession. 

Fire.  Burn  the  Succession,  sir  1  I  won't  drink 
it.  What,  drink  confusion  to  our  trade,  religion, 
and  liberties ! 

Clinch.  Ay,  by  all  means.  As  for  trade,  d'ye 
see  f  I'm  a  gentleman,  and  hate  it  mortally.  "These 
tradesmen  are  the  most  impudent  fellows  we  have, 
and  spoil  all  our  good  manners.  What  have  we  to 
do  with  trade  ? 

Fire.  A  trim  politician,  truly!  And  what  do 
you  think  of  our  religion,  pray  ? 

Clinch.  Hi !  hi !  hi !— religion  !  And  what  has 
A  gentleman  to. do  with  religion,  pray  ?     And  to 


hear  a  sea-captain  talk  of  religion  !— tl 
sant,  faith ! 

Fire»  And  have  yon  no  rq^d  to  ou 
sir.' 

Clinch.    Psha!    liberties!    that's  a 
beaux  shall  have  liberty  to  whore  and  dr 
government,  and  that's  all  we  care  for.— 

Enter  Ciolonel  Stajcdabd. 

Dear  colonel,  the  rarest  news  ! 

Stand.  Damn  your  news,  sir !  why  a 
drunk  by  this  ? 

Clinch.   A  very  civil  question,  truly ! 

Stand.    Here,  boy,  bring  in  the  brand 

Clinch,  This  is  a  piece  of  politics  tl 
so  well  comprehend. 

Stand.  Here,  sir  ;  now  drink  it  off,  or- 
expect  your  throat  cut ! 

Clinch.  Ay,  ay,  this  com^  o'the  S 
fire  and  sword  already  1 

Stand.   Come,  sir,  off  with  it ! 

Clinch.  Pray,  colonel,  what  have  I  ( 
burned  alive  ? 

Stand,  Drink,  sir,  1  say ! — [Aside 
Fireball.]  Brother,   manage  kim;   1 
gone. 

Fire.   Ay,  drink,  sir! 

Clinch,  Eh  !  what  the  devil,  attackc 
sea  and  land  ! — Look  ye,  gentlemen,  if 
poisoned,  pray  let  me  choose  my  own  do 
I  a  lord  now,  I  should  have  the  privil 
block  ;  and  as  I'm  a  gentleman,  pray 
with  claret  at  least ;  don*t  let  me  dUe  li 
with  brandy. 

Fire.  Brandy  !  you  dog,  abuse  br 
treason  against  the  navy-royal ! — Sirrah 
you  to  abuse  the  fleet ! — Here,  Shark  1 

Enter  Suamc 

Get  three  or  four  of  the  ship's  crew,  and 
fellow  aboard  the  Beelzebub. 
Shark,   Ay,  master. 
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OAfscA.   What !  aboard  the  Bfelxebub  !     Nay, 

y»  dear  captain,  111  choose  to  go  to  the  dcTil 

way.— Here,  sir,  your  good  health — and  my 

confusion,  I'm  afraid  ! — [  Drinks  ii  off,"]  Oh, 

I  fire  !  flames  1  brimstone  !  and  tobacco  ! 

iBeats  hi*  stomiieh. 
'^irt.  Here,  qoench  it,  quench  it  then.  Take 
B  gUss,  sir. 

Oliiidk.  What,  another  broadside !  nay,  then  I'm 
ik  downright  I    Dear  captain,  give  me  quarter  ; 
the  present  juncture  of  affairs  ;  you'll  spoil 
y  head,  min  my  politics — ^faith,  you  will ! 
^%r€.    Here,  Shark  !  [Caiu. 

CimdL  Well,  well,  I  will  drink  !— ^The  detil 
e  Shark  for  me  !— [Z)rinAr«.]  Whiz  !  buz  1  don*t 
9^^^  hear  it  ?  pat  your  ear  to  my  breast,  and  hear 
^^w  it  whizzes  like  a  hot  iron  ! — Eh  !  bless  me, 
'^^kw  the  ship  rolls ! — I  can't  stand  upon  my  legs, 
*^tfa ! — Dear  captain,  give  me  a  kiss. — Ay,  bum 
^^«  Succession  1 — Look  ye,  captain,  I  shall  be  sea- 
^i^k  presently  1     iFalls  Mo  Captain  FiaaaAix's  arms. 

Be-tmter  Bbaks  and  Sailor  with  a  chair. 

Fire.   Here,  in  with  him  ! 

Shark.  Ay,  ay,  sir ! — Avast,  avast ! — [  The^  ptU 
|C^LiNCHBR  Into  the  chair.]  Here,  boy* — No  Nantes 
^^ft  ?  [Topu  ik€ gUua. 

Fire.  Bring  him  along. 

CiiMch,  Politics !  poUtics !  brandy  politics  1 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE  11.—^  Room  in  Colonel  Standard's 

Jlouge. 

Enter  Lady  LuaawsLL  and  Parly. 

Ladff  Lyre.  Did  you  erer  see  such  an  impudent 
young  rogue  as  that  Banter  ?  He  followed  his  bro- 
ther up  and  down  from  place  to  place  so  very  close 
that  we  could  not  so  much  as  whisper.  • 

Par.  I  reckon,  sir  Harry  will  dispose  of  bim 
DOir,  madam,  where  he  may  be  secured.  But  I 
wonder,  madam,  why  Clincher  comes  not  accord- 
ing to  his  letter  1  'tis  near  the  hour. 

Ladp  Lure.  I  wish,  Parly,  that  no  harm  may 
befid  me  to-day ;  for  I  had  a  most  frightful  dream 
last  night ;  I  dreamt  of  a  mouse  ! 

Par,  "lis  strange,  madam,  you  should  be  so 
much  afraid  of  that  little  creature,  that  can  do  you 
no  harm ! 

Ladff  Lure.  Look  ye,  girl,  we  women  of  quality 
have  each  of  us  some  darlinff  fright.  1,  now,  hate 
a  moose ;  my  lady  Lovecards  abhors  a  cat ;  Mrs. 
Rddlefan  can't  bear  a  squirrel;  the  countess  of 
Pioqoci  abominates  a  frog ;  and  my  lady  Swimair 
hatesaman! 

Enter  Marquis,  runnimg. 

Miarq.  Madame !  madame  !  madame !  pardie, 
VDyes ! — L'argent  !  I'argent !  IShotes  a  bag  (^manep. 

Lady  Lure.  As  1  hope  to  breathe,  be  has  got 
it ! — ^Well,  but  hoi^  ?  how,  dear  monsieur  ? 

Marq.  Ah,  madame !  begar,  monsieur  sirArry  be 
one  pigemnean. — Voyez,  madame  ;  me  did  tell  him 
dat  my  broder  in  Montpelier  did  fumise  bis  lady 
wid  ten  tousan  livres  for  it  ezpence  of  her  travaille  ; 
and  dat  she  not  being  able  to  write  wen  she  was 
dyinf,  did  give  him  de  picture  for  de  certificate  and 
de  credential  to  receive  de  money  from  her  hus- 
band.   Mark  ye ! 


Ladtf  Lure.  The  best  plot  in  the  world ! — ^You 
told  him,  that  your  brother  lent  her  the  money  in 
France,  when  her  bills,  1  sup{K>8e  were  delayed.— 
You  put  in  that,  I  presume. 

Matq.  Qui,  oui,  madame. 

Lady  Lure.  And  that  upon  her  death-bed  she 
gave  your  brother  the  picture,  as  n  certificate  to  sir 
Harry  that  she  had  received  the  money,  which 
picture  your  brother  sent  over  to  you,  with  com« 
mission  to  receive  the  debt  ? 

Marq.  Assurcmcnt. — Dere  was  the  politique,  de 
France  politique  ! — See,  madame,  wat  he  can  do, 
de  France  marquis  !  He  did  make  de.  Anglise 
lady  cuckle  her  husband  when  she  was  living,  and 
sheet  bim  when  she  was  dead,  begar :  ha !  ha  ! 
ha ! — Oh  !  pardie,  c'est  bon. 

Lady  Lure.  Ay,  but  what  did  sir  Harry  say  ? 

Marq.  Ob  !  begar  monsieur  chevalier  be  love  his 
vife ;  be  say,  dat  if  she  take  up  a  hundre  tousan 
livres,  be  would  repay  it ;  he  knew  de  picture,  he 
say,  and  order  me  de  money  from  his  stewar. — Oh 
Notre  Dame  !     Monsieur  sir  Arry  be  one  dupe. 

Lady  Lure.  Well  but,  monsieur,  1  long  to  know 
one  thing.  Was  the  conquest  you  made  of  his  lady 
so  easy  ?  What  assaults  did  you  make  ?  and  what 
resistance  did  she  show  ? 

Marq.  Resistance  against  de  France  marquis  t 
Voyez,  madame ;  dere  was  tree  douz-yeuz,  one 
serenade,  an'  two  capre  ;  dat  was  all,  bc^ar  I 

Lady  Lure.  Cliatillionte  I     There's  nothing  in 
nature  so  sweet  to  a  longing  woman,  as  a  malicious  ^ 
story. — Well,  monsieur!  'tis    about    a  thousand 
pounds  ;  we  go  snacks. 

Marq.  Snacke  !  pardie,  for  what  ?  why  snacke, 
madame  ?  Me  will  give  you  de  present  of  fifty 
louis-d'ors  ;  dat  is  ver  good  snacke  for  you. 

Lady  Lure,  And  you'll  give  me  no  more? — 
Very  well! 

Marq.  Ver*  well !  yes,  begar,  'tis  ver'  well ! — 
Considre,  madame,  me  be  de  poor  refugi^,  me  'ave 
noting  but  de  religious  cbarit^  and  de  France 
politique,  de  fruit  of  my  own  address,  dat  is  all. 

Lady  Lure.  Ay,  an  object  of  charity,  with  a 
thousand  pound  in  his  fist !  Hem  ! — [Knocking 
below* — -EjriV  Parly.]  Oh  monsieur!  thst's  my 
husband,  I  know  his  knock. — He  must  not  see  you. 
Get  into  the  closet  till  by  and  by. — [Hurries  him 
in.]  And  if  I  don't  be  revenged  upon  your  France 
politique,  then  have  1  no  English  politique. — Hang 
the  money  !  I  would  not  for  twice  a  thousand 
pound  forbear  abusing  this  virtuous  woman  to  her 
husband. 

Be-enter  Parlt. 

Par.  'Tis  sir  Harry,  madam. 

Lady  Lure.  As  I  could  wish. — Chairs  . 

Enter  Sir  Harry  Wildair. 

Sir  Har.  Here,  Mrs.  Parly,  in  the  first  place  I 
sacrifice  a  louis-d'or  to  thee  for  good  luck. 

Par.  A  guinea,  sir,  will  do  as  well. 

Sir  Har.  No,  no,  child ;  French  money  is  always 
most  successful  in  bribes,  and  very  much  in  fashion, 
child.  [ExU  PAaLT. 

Enter  Dicky  and  runs  to  Sir  HAaar. 

Dicky.   Si>,  will  you  please  to  have  your  own 

nightcaps  ? 

Sir  Har.  Sirrah  !  | 

Dicky.  Sir,  sir  !  shall  I  order  your  cbair  to  the    : 

back-door  by  five  o'clock  in  the  morning  ?  . 
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^iV  Har,  Oh,  morbleu !  the«e  hats,  gloves, 
canes,  and  swords,  are  the  rain  of  all  oar  designs. 

Stand.  But  where's  yoar  hat,  sir  Harry  ? 

Sir  Har.  [A$vie.'\  V\\  never  iotrigoe  again  with 
anything  about  me  but  what  is  just  bound  to  my 
body.  How'shall  I  come  off? — [Aloud.\  Hark 
ye,  colonel,  in  your  ear;  1  would  not  have  your 
Udy  hear  it. — You  must  know,  just  as  I  came  into 
the  room  here,  what  should  I  spy  but  a  great  mouse 
running  across  that  closet-door.  I  took  no  notice, 
for  fear  jour  lady  should  be  frighted,  but  with  all 
my  force  (d'ye  see),  I  flung  my  hat  at  it,  and  so 
threw  it  into  the  closet,  and  there  it  lies. 

Stand,  And  so,  thinking  to  kill  the  mouse,  you 
Bung  your  hat  into  that  closet  ? 

Sir  Har,  Ay,  ay  ;  that  was  alL    I'll  go  fetch  it. 

Statul,  No,  sir  Harry,  Til  bring  it  out. 

[Qoe*  into  the  eUaeU 

Sir  Har.  Now  have  I  told  a  matter  of  twenty 
Hes  in  a  breath. 

Stand,  Sir  Harry  I  is  this  the  moose  that  yon 
threw  your  hat  at  ? 

\,R€tum»  with  ih€  hat  in  one  hand,  and  hauling  in  the 
Harquls  to'lA  the  other. 


Sir  Har.  Vm  amaxed  ! 

Marq,  Pardie,  I'm  amaze  too. 

Stand,  Look  ye,  monsiear  Marquis,  u  i 
part,  1  shall  cut  your  throat,  sir. 

Sir  Har.  Give  me  leave,  I  most  cat  hi 
first. 

Mara.  Wat !  bote  cat  my  troat !  Bef; 
sieurs,  I  have  but  one  troat. 

Re-€nter  Parlt,  runninff. 

Par.  [  To  Colonel  Standard.]  Sir,  t! 
sieur  is  innocent  \  he  came  upon  anothci 
My  lady  begins  to  be  penitent,  and  if  j\ 
any  noise  'twill  spoil  aU. 

Stand,  Look  ye,  gentlemen,  I  have  toe 
confidence  in  the  virtue  of  my  wife,  to  tl 
the  power  of  you,  or  you,  air,  to  wrong  u) 
but  I  am  bound  to  guard  her  reputation, 
no  attempts  be  made  that  may  provoke  a 
therefore,  gentlemen,  let  me  t^l  yoa,  'ti 
desist.  IBxU,  Pablv 

Sir  Har.  Ay,  ay ;  so  'tis,  faith.— Coi 
sieur,  I  must  talk  with  yoa,  sir. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  l.—A  Boom  in  Colonel  Standard's 

House. 

Enter  Colonel  Standard  and  Captain  Firkball. 

Stand.  In  short,  brother,  a  man  may  talk  till 
doomsday  of  sin,  heii,  and  damnation ;  but  your 
rhetoric  will  never  convince  a  lady  that  there's 
anything  of  a  devil  in  a  handsome  fellow  with  a 
fine  coat.  You  must  show  t-he  cloven-foot,  expose 
the  brute  as  I  have  done ;  and  though  her  virtue 
sleeps,  her  pride  will  surely  take  the  alarm. 

Fire.  Ay,  but  if  you  had  let  me  cut  off  one  of 
the  rogue's  ears  before  you  sent  him  away — 

Stand.  No.  no ;  the  fool  has  served  my  turn, 
without  the  scandal  of  a  public  resentment ;  and 
the  effect  has  shown  that  my  design  was  right ; 
I've  touched  her  very  heart,  and  she  relents  apace. 

Enter  Lady  Lurbwill,  running. 

Lady  Lure.  Oh  !  my  dear,  save  me;  I'm  frighted 
out  of  my  life. 

Fire,  Blood  and  fire  I  madam,  who  dare  touch 
you  p  IDraws  hie  eteord  and  stands  h^ort  her. 

Lady  Lure,  Oh,  sir  I  a  ghost !  a  ghost !  I  have 
seen  ic  twice. 

Fire,  Nay  then,  we  soldiers  have  nothing  to  do 
with  ghosts ;    send  for  the  parson. 

[_8heathes  his  sword. 

Stand.  'Tis  fancy,  my  dear,  nothing  but  fancy. 

Lady  Lure.  Oh  dear,  colonel  1  I'll  never  lie 
alone  again  ;  I'm  frighted  to  death  ;  I  saw  it  twice; 
twice  it  stalked  by  my  chamber-door,  and  with  a 
hollow  voice  uttered  a  piteous  groan. 

Stand.  This  is  strange  !  ghosts  by  day-light ! — 
Come,  my  dear,  along  with  me ;  don't  sfajink.  we'll 
tee  to  find  this  ghost.  lE»€unt. 


SCENE  11.-^  Street, 


Enter  Sir  Harry  Wiloair,  Harqula^  mmd  1 

Sir  Har.  Dicky  ! 

Dicky.  Sir. 

.^tV  Har.  Do  you  remember  anythini^ 
sand  pounds  lent  to  my  wife  in  Moutp 
French  gentleman  } 

Marq.  Oui,  monsieur  Dicky,  yoa  ren 
gentilnian,  he  was  one  marquis. 

Dicky.  Marqui,  sir !   I  think,  for  my 
all  the  men  in  France  are  marqni's. 
above  a  thousand  marqui 's,  but  the  devi 
'em  could  lend  a  thousand  pence,   mn 
thousand  pound  ! 

Marq,  Morbleu,  que  dites-vous,  bongn 

Sir  Har.  Hold,  sir,  pray  answer  me 
tion  ?  What  made  you  fly  your  country  ? 

Marq    My  religion,  monsieur. 

Sir  Har.  So  you  fled  for  your  relig 
France  ;  and  are  a  downright  atheist  in 
A  very  tender  conscience  truly  ! 

Alarq.  Begar,  monsieur,  my  conscte 
ver'  tendre  ;  he  no  suffer  not  his  mastre 
pardie ! 

Sir  Har,  Come,  sir,  no  ceremony  ;  re 

Marq.  Refunde  !  vat  is  dat  rd^undi 
Francais,  monsieur. 

Sir  Har.  No,  sir ;  I  tell  you  in  plaii 
return  my  money,  or  I'll  lay  you  by  the 

Marq.  Oh  !  begar  dere  is  the  Anglis 
Dere    is    de    law    for    me.       De   law ! 
monsieur  sir  Arry— voyez  9a. — De  Franc 
scorn  de  law.     My  broder  lend  yoar  vife 
and  here  is  my  witness. 

Sir  Har,  Your  evidence,  sir,  is  Ter} 
and  shall  be  examined  :  bat  this  is  ii«  pi 
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i'll  cross  the  Park  into  the  fields  ;  yoa 
own  the  money  between  us,  tnd  the 
>n  a  fair  hearing}  shall  take  it  up. — 


!  de  tout  mon  coeur.< 

— ♦— 


-Allons !  Fient 
lExeunL 


— A  Room  in  Colonel  Staij^dard's 
House, 

T  Lady  Lvrmwkll  and  Parly. 

9.  Psha  I  Tm  such  a  frightful  fool ! 
5  but  a  fieincj. — Come,  Parly,  get  me 
I'll  divert  it.  Sir  Harry  shall  know 
he  had,  I'm  resolved.  Though  he 
sar  me  speak,   he'll   read   my  letter 

iSits  down  to  torite, 

Ithin.]  Hold! 

e.  Protect  me ! — Parly,  don't  leave 

on't  mind  it. 

Id! 

e.  Defend  me  I — Don't  you  hear  a 

ught  so,  madam. 

'.  It  called  hold. — I  will  venture  onoe 

I8its  down  to  write. 

turb  no  more  the  quiet  of  the  dead, 
r.  Now,  'tis  pUin,  I  heard  the  words, 
rer  us,  madam,  and  forgive   us  our 
it? 

Ady  LuRKWBLL  and  Parlv  shrUkf  and  run 
to  a  comer  qfthe  stage. 

lold  the  airy  form  of  wrong'd  Angelica, 
the   shades  below  to  vindicate   her 

e. 

cious  woman,  thus  to  load 

>us  reproach  the  grave  of  innocence. 

woman ! 

nial  TOW  is  register'd  above, 

reaches  of  that  solemn  faith 

d  below.     I'm  sent  to  warn  thee  to 

int. 

rong  thy  injured  husband's  bed, 

ore  the  quiet  of  the  dead. 

idy  LuRKWCLLnroonf,  Parly  supports  her, 
!  help  !  help  ! 

ncl  Standard  and  Captain  Firkrall. 

as  us  !  what,  fainting  !     What's  the 

ding,  breeding,  sir. 

sir,  we*re  frighted  to  death  ;  here  has 

(t  again. 

ost !  why  you*re  mad,  sure  I     What 

{host  of  Angelica,  sir  Harry  Wildair's 

gelica  ! 

sir  ;  and  here  it  preached  to  us  the 
vhat,  and/murdered  my  mistress  with 

)od  hearing,  sir ;  'twill  do  her  good, 
ce  her  in.  Parly. — [?AKhY  lead$  out 
^KLL.]  What  can  this  mean,  brother .' 
meaning's  plain.  There's  a  design  of 
m  between  your  wife  and  sir  Harry  ; 
come  to  forbid  the  bans,  that's  all. 


Stand,  No,  no,  brother :  if  I  may  be  induced  to 
believe  the  walking  of  ghosts,  I  rather  fancy  that 
the  rattle-headed  fellow  her  husband  has  broke  the 
poor  lady's  heart ;  which,  together  with  the  in- 
dignity of  her  burial,  has  made  her  uneasy  in  her 
grave. — But  whatever  be  the  cause,  it*s  fit  we  im- 
mediately find  out  sir  Harry,  and  inform  him. 

S^ExeunU 


SCENE  \y,—The  Park. 

Lord  Bkllamy  and  others  discovered  walking  about,  Sir 
Harry  Wildair  and  Marquis  enter  and  pass  heutUjf 
over  the  stage. 

Lord  Bel.  Sir  Harry  1  {Cailt, 

Sir  Har.  My  lord  1 — Monsieur,  I'll  follow  you, 
sir.  \.Exit  Marquis. 

Lmrd  Bel,  I  must  talk  with  you,  sir. 

Sir  Har,  Pray,  my  lord,  let  it  be  very  short,  for 
I  was  never  in  more  haste  in  my  life. 

Lord  Bel,  May  I  presume,  sir,  to  inquire  the 
cause  that  detained  you  so  late  last  night  at  my 
house  } 

Sir  Har,  [Aside."]  More  mischief  again  ! — 
[Aloud.]  Perhaps,  my  lord,  I  may  not  presume  to 
inform  you. 

Lord  Bel:  Then  perhaps,  sir,  I  may  presume  to 
extort  it  from  you. 

Sir  Har.  Look  ye,  my  lord,  don't  frown ;  it 
spoils  your  f&<x. — But  if  you  must  know,  your 
lady  owes  me  two  hundred  guineas,  and  that  sum 
I  will  presume  to  extort  from  your  lordship. 

Lord  Bel.  Two  hundred  guineas !  have  you  any- 
thing to  show  for  it  ? 

Sir  Har.  Ha !  ha  I  ha  !  Show  for  it,  my  lord  ! 
I  showed  quint  and  quatorze  for  it ;  and  to  a  man 
of  honour,  that's  as  firm  as  a  bond  and  judgment. 

Lord  Bel,  Come,  sir,  this  won't  pass  upon  me ; 
I'm  a  man  of  honour. 

Sir  Har.  Honour  !  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! — 'Tis  very 
strange  that  some  men,  though  their  education 
be  never  so  gallant,  will  ne*er  learn  breeding  !  — 
Look  ye,  my  lord,  when  you  and  I  were  under  the 
tuition  of  our  governors,  and  conversed  only  with 
old  Cicero,  Livy,  Virgil,  Plutarch,  and  the  like  ; 
why  then  such  a  tnan  was  a  villain,  and  such  a  one 
was  a  man  of  honour :  but  now,  that  1  have  known 
the  court,  a  little  of  what  they  call  the  beau-monde 
and  the  bel-esprit,  I  find  that  honour  looks  as  ridi- 
culous as  Roman  buskins  upon  your  lordship,  or 
my  full  peruke  upon  Scipio  Africanus. 

Zror^  Bel,  Why  should  you  think  so,  sir  ? 

Sir  Har,  Because  the  world's  improved,  my 
lord,  and  we  find  that  this  honour  is  a  very  trouble- 
some and  impertinent  thing.-  Can*t  we  live 
together  like  good  neighbours  and  Christians,  as 
they  do  in  France  ?  I  lend  you  my  coach,  I  borrow 
yours ;  you  dine  with  me,  I  sup  with  you  ;  I  lie 
with  your  wife,  and  you  lie  with  mine.  Honour  I 
that's  such  an  impertinence  ! — Pray,  my  lord,  hear 
me.  What  does  your  honour  think  of  murdering 
your  friend's  reputation  ?  making  a  jest  of  his  mis- 
fortunes ?  cheating  him  at  cards,  debauching  hii 
bed,  or  the  Hke? 

Lord  Bel,  Why  rank  villany. 

^t>  Har,  Pish  !  pish !  nothing  but  good  man- 
ners, excess  of  good  manners.  Why,  you  han't 
been  at  court  lately.  There  'tis  the  only  practice 
to  show  our  wit  wid  bi^^^xxv.'^. — K%  \sst  \w%\«»Rfcx 
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laj  pay  jou.  the  respect  dae  to  joor 

the  spirit  of  thy  departed  wife, 
re  you,  fiuth !  why  then  here's  the 
ring  husband,  and  stand  me  if  you 

to  her  and  embrace*  her.  ]     Ha ! 

I'm  sure. — But  hold,  lady  Ghost, 

e,  and  tell  me  in  good  earnest  now, 
•e  alive  or  dead  ? 

rowing  off  her  shroud.  ]  Alive ! 
and  throws  her  arms  about  his 
er  lived  so  much  as  in  this  moment, 
liat  d'ye  think  of  the  ghost  now, 
9  hangs  upon  him,]  Is  it  not  a  very 

zement ! 

f ,  'tis  amazement,  truly. — Look  ye, 
to  converse  so  familiarly  with  spirits : 
-  distance. 

I  alive,  indeed  I  am. 

Dn't  believe  a  word  on't  ^Moving  away. 

larry,  yoa*re  more  afraid  now  than 

f,  most  men  are  more  afraid  of  a 

1  a  dead  one. 

;ood  manners  to  leave  yon  together, 

unkind,  my  dear,  after  so  long  and 
tnce,  to  act  the  stranger  so.  I  now 
nest,  and  must  for  ever  vanish  from 

[  Weeping  and  going. 

old,  hold,  madam  !  Don't  be  angry, 
took  me  unprovided :  had  you  but 
if  your  coming,  I  had  got  three  or 
lut  of  Oroonoko  and  the  Mourning 
s  occasion,  that  would  have  charmed 
t.  But  we'U  do  as  well  as  we  can  ; 
usic  from  both  houses ;  Pawlet  and 
Dntrive  for  our  taste;  we'll  charm 
Lbel's  voice  ;  feast  our  eyes  with  one 
thus,  with  all  our  senses  tuned  to 

off  our  clothra,  leap  into  bed,  and 
!,  madam,  if  I  don't  welcome  you 
:ures  more  natural  and  more  moving 
fs  in  Christendom — I'll  say  no  more, 
aad  as  ever ! 

lit  ease  my  wonder  first,  and  let  me 
B  of  your  death. 

r  unkind  departure  hence,  and  your 
road,  made  me  resolve,  since  I  could 
90,  to  die  to  all  the  world  besides  ; 
:hough  it  exceeded  the  force  of  love, 
>f  gnef  perhaps  might  change  your 
lerefore  had  it  given  out  that  I  died 
sickness  at  Montpelier,  which  indeed 
ath,  and  the  afTront  offered  to  the 
nbassador's  chaplain  at  Paris,  con- 

my  burial  private.  This  deceived 
id  by  the  assistance  of  my  woman, 
ul  servant,  I  got  into  man's  clothes, 
9  England,  and  sent  him  to  observe 
broad,  with  orders  not  to  undeceive 

return. — Here  I  met  you   in  the 

Banter,  your  busy  brother,  under 
!  I  have   disappointed  your  design 

Lurewell ;  and  in  the  form  of  a 
eoged  the  scandal  she  this  day  threw 
have  frighted  her  sufficiently  from 
I  did  resolve  to  have  frighted  you 
}n  were  too  hard  for  me. 


Sir  Har,  How  weak,  how  squeamish,  and  how 
fearful,  are  women  when  they  want  to  be  humoured! 
and  how  extravagant,  how  daring,  and  how  pro- 
voking, when  they  get  the  impertinent  maggot  in 
their  head  ! — But  by  what  means,  my  dear,  could 
you  purchase  this  double  disguise  ?  How  came  you 
by  my  letter  to  my  brother  ? 

Angel,  By  intercepting  all  your  letters  since  I 
came  home.  But  for  my  ghostly  cuntrivanee, 
good  Mrs.  Parly  (moved  by  the  justness  of  my  cause, 
and  a  bribe)  was  my  chief  engineer. 

Enter  Captain  FauuALL  and  Marquis. 

Fire.  Sir  Harry,  if  you  have  a  mind  to  fight  it 
out,  there's  your  man ;  if  not,  I  have  discharged 
my  trust. 

Sir  Har.  Oh,  monsieur !  won't  you  salute  your 
mistress,  sir  ? 

Marq.  Oh,  morbleu  !  Begar,  me  must  run  to 
some  Oder  country  now  for  my  religion. 

Angel,  Oh  !  what  the  French  marquis  !  I  know 
him. 

Sir  Har,  Ky,  ay,  my  dear,  you  do  know  him, 
and  I  can't  be  angry,  because  His  the  fashion  fur 
ladies  to  know  everybody.  But  methinks,  madami 
that  picture  now  ! — hang  it,  considering  'twas  my 
gift,  you  might  have  kept  it.-^But  no  matter  ;  my 
neighbours  shall  pay  for't. 

Angel.  Picture,  my  dear !  could  you  think  I 
e'er  would  part  with  that  }  No,  of  all  my  jewels, 
this  alone  I  kept,  'cause  'twas  given  by  you. 

IShotcM  ihe  picture. 

Sir  Har,  Eh  I  wonderful !— And  what's  this  ? 

IPuUing  out  the  other  picture. 

Ang,  They  are  very  much  alike. 

Sir  Har.  So  like,  that  one  might  fairly  pass  for 
t'other. — Monsieur  marquis,  ^oute.  You  did  lie 
vid  my  vife,  and  she  did  give  you  de  picture  for 
your  pain.  Eh  !  come,  sir,  add  to  your  France 
politique  a  little  of  your  native  infpudence,  and  teU 
us  plainly  how  you  came  by't. 

Marq.  Begar,  monsieur  chevalier,  wen  de  France- 
man  can  tell  no  more  lie,  den  vill  he  tell  trute. — I 
was  acquaint  wid  de  paintre  dat  draw  your  lady's 
picture,  an'  I  give  him  ten  pistole  for  de  copy. — An 
so  me  have  de  picture  of  all  de  beauty  in  London  ; 
and  by  dis  politique,  me  have  de  reputation  to  lie 
wid  dem  all. 

Sir  Har.  When  perhaps  your  pleasure  never 
reached  above  a  pit-mask  in  your  life. 

Marq.  An'  begar,  for  dat  matre,  de  natre  of  wo- 
men, a  pit-mask  is  as  good  as  de  best.  De  pleasure 
is  noting,  de  glory  is  dl ;  a  la  mode  de  France. 

ZStruts  out. 

Sir  Har.  Go  thy  ways  for  a  true  pattern  of  the 
vanity,  impertinence,  subtlety,  and  ostentation  of  < 
thy  country. — Look  ye,  captain,  give  me  thy  hand ; 
once  I  was  a  friend  to  France ;  but  henceforth  I 
promise  to  sacrifice  my  fashions,  coaches,  wigs,  and 
vanity,  to  horses,  arms,  and  equipage,  and  serve 
my  king  in  propria  persona,  to  promote  a  vigorous 
war,  if  there  be  occasion.  ^' 

Fire.  Bravely  said,  sir  Harry  !  And  if  all  the 
beaux  in  the  side-boxes  were  of  your  mind ,  we  would 
send  'em  back  their  L'Abb4,  and  Balon,  and  show 
'em  a  new  dance  to  the  tune  of  Harry  the  Fifth. 

Re-enter  Colonel  Staitdaiu)  urith  Lady  Luajewkll,  Dicky, 

and  Parly. 

iSir  Har.  O  colonel !  such  discoveries ! 
Stand.  Sir,  I  have  heard  all  from  your  servant ; 
honest  Dicky  has  told  me  tVwt  ^Vc\!&  %\syr}« 
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Sir  Har.  Why  then,  let  Dicky  run  for  the  fid- 
dles im  mediately. 

Dick.  Oh,  sir  ;  I  knew  what  it  would  come  to  ; 
they're  here  already,  sir. 

lOoes  to  the  door  and  bringt  (n  Musicians. 

Sir  Har.  Then,  colonel,  we'll  have  a  new  wed- 
ding, and  begin  it  with  a  dance. — Strike  up. 

lA  Dance, 

Stand,  Now,  sir  Harry,  we  have  retrieved  our 
wives  ;  yours  from  death,  and  mine  from  the  devil ; 
and  they  are  at  present  very  honest.  But  how  shall 
we  keep  'em  so  ? 

Angel-  By  being  good  husbands,  sir ;  and  the 
great  secret  for  keeping  matters  right  in  wedlock, 
is  never  to  quarrel  with  your  wives  for  trifles.  For 
we  are  but  babies  at  best,  and  must  have  our  play- 
things,  our  longings,  our  vapours,  our  frights,  our 
monkeys,  our  china,  our  fashions,  our  washes, 
our  patches,  our  waters,  our  tattle  and  imperti* 
nence ;  therefore,  I  say,  'tis  better  to  let  a  woman 
play  the  fool,  than  provoke  her  to  play  the  devil. 

Lady  Lure,  And  another  rule,  gentlemen,  let  me 
advihc  you  to  observe,  never  to  be  jealous ;  or  if 
you  should,  be  sure  never  to  let  your  wife  think 
you  suspect  her ;  for  we  are  more  restrained  by 


the  scandal  of  the  lewdness,  than  by  tb 
ness  of  the  fact ;  when  once  a  woman  has 
shame  of  a  whore,  she'll  despatch  you  th< 
moment. 

Sir  Har.  We're  obliged  to  you,  ladies 
advice  ;  and  in  return,  give  me  leave  to 
the  definition  of  a  good  wife,  in  the  chare; 
own — The  wit  of  her  conversation  never 
the  conduct  of  her  behaviour :  she's  tRi 
men,  free  with  no  man,  and  only  kind  to : 
cheerful,  sometimes  gay,  and  always  pU 
when  I  am  angry ;  then  sorry,  not  sail 
Park,  playhouse,  and  cards,  she  frequeot 
pliance  with  custom ;  but  her  diversions  < 
tion  are  at  home :  she's  more  cantii 
remarkable  woman  than  of  a  noted 
knowing  than  the  infection  of  her  own  u. 
catching  than  the  temptation  of  ours.  T 
she  is  beautiful  to  a  wonder,  scorns  all  di 
engage  a  gallant,  and  uses  all  arts  to 
husband. 

So  spite  of  satire  'gainst  a  married  life 
A  man  is  truly  bless'd  with  such  a  wit 


EPILOGUE, 


BT    A  FRIEND.      SPOKEN    BT   MONSIEUR  LE   MARQUIS. 


Ventre  bleu !  vere  is  dis  dam  poet .'  vere  ? 

Garzoon  !  me  vil  cut  off  ail  his  two  ear  : 

Je  suis  enrage  ? — now  he  is  not  here. 

He  ha^  affront  de  French  !  le  vilain  b^te. 

De  French !  youj  best  friend  ! — you  suffre  dat .' 

Parbleu  !  messieurs,  a  serait  fort  ingrate  ! 

Vat  have  you   English,   dat  you  can  call   your 

own  ? 
Vat  have  you  of  grand  plaisir  in  dis  towne, 
Vidout  it  come  from  France,  dat  will  go  down  ! 
Picquet,  basset ;  your  vin,  your  dress,  your  dance  ; 
'Tis  all  you  see,  tout  a  la  mode  de  France, 
De  beau  dere  buy  a  hondre  knick,  knack  ; 
He  carry  out  wit,  but  seldom  bring  it  back  : 
But  den  he  bring  a  snuffbox  hinge,  so  small 
De  joint,  you  can  no  see  de  vark  at  all, 


Cost  him  five  pistole,  dat  is  sbeap  eoxm% 
In  tree  year  it  sal  save  alf  an  ounce  of  sc 
De  coquette  she  ave  her  ratafia  dere^ 
Her  gown,  her  complexion,  doux-yenx,  1 
As  for  de  cuckol — dat  indeed  you  can  mj 
De  French  it  is  dat  teach  de  lady  wear 
De  short  muff,  wit  her  vite  elbow  bare  ; 
De  beau  de  large  muff,  with  his  sleeve  dt 

[Pointinff  it 
We  teach  your  vife  to  ope  dere  husband 
To  put  de  furbelo  round  dere  coach,  and  d 
Garzoon  !  vee  teach  you  everything  de  ▼ 
For  vy  den  your  damn  poet  dare  to  snar 
B^ar,  me  vil  be  revenge  upon  his  play, 
Tre  tousand  refugies  (Parbleu  c*est  Trai 
Sail  all  come  here,  and  damn  him  upon  h 
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tkU. — Mr*   Dugard,    are  not   you    pleased  with 

this? 

Dtig,  So  pleased,  that  if  I  thoui^ht  it  might 
secure  your  son's  affection  to  my  sister,  I  would 
double  her  fortune. 

Young  Mir,  Fortune  !  has  not  she  given  me 
mine  ?  my  life,  estate,  my  all,  and  what  is  more, 
her  Tirtuons  self? 

Virtue,  in  this  so  advantageous  light, 
Has  her  own  sparkling  charms  more  tempting  fai 
Than  glittering  gold  or  glory.    Behold  the  foil 

[Pointing  to  Lamorcb. 

lliafc  sets  this    brightness  off^ — [To  Oriana.] 

Here  view  the  pride  ITo  Oriah a. 


And  scandal  of  the  sex. — f^o  LAMoaci.] 

the  fidse  meteor,  [To : 

Whose  deluding  light  leads  mankind  to  des< 
Here — [To  Obiana,]  the  bright  shtniog : 

guides  to  a 
Security  of  happiness.     A  garden 
And  a  single  8he^[7o  Obi  ana,]  was  < 

father's  bliss ; 
The  tempter— [To  Lamobce,]  and  to 

was  his  curse. 
What  liberty  can  be  so  tempting  there, 

[Pointing  t9 
As  a  soft,  virtuous,  amorous  bondage  her 


EPILOGUE, 


BY   NATHAKIBL   ROWS.      8P0KBN   BT   MB.    WILK8. 


Fbom  Fletcher's  great  original,  to-day 
We  took  the  hint  of  this  our  modem  play : 
Our  author,  Arom  his  lines,  has  strove  to  paint 
A  witty,  wild,  inconstant,  free  gallant. 
With  a  gay  soul,  with  sense,  and  will  to  rove. 
With  language,  and  with  softness  framed  to  move. 
With  little  truth,  but  with  a  world  of  love. 
Such  forms  on  maids  in  morning  slumbers  wait. 
When  fancy  first  instructs  their  hearts  to  beat. 
When  first  they  wish,  and  sigh  for  what  they  know 

not  yet. 
Frown  not,  ye  fair,  to  think  your  lovers  may 
Reach  your  cold  hearts  by  some  unguarded  way; 
Let  Villeroy's  misfortune  make  you  wise, 
There's  danger  still  in  darkness  and  surprise ; 
Though  from  his  ramparts  he  defied  the  foe, 
Prince  Eugene  found  an  aqueduct  below. 
With  easy  freedom,  and  a  gay  address, 
A  pressing  lover  seldom  wants  success: 


Whilst  the  respectful,  like  the  Greek,  nts 
A.nd  wastes  a  ten  years'  siege  before  one  1 
For  her  own  sake,  let  no  forsakea  maid, 
Our  wanderer,  for  want  of  love,  upbraid ; 
Since  'tis  a  secret,  none  should  e*er  oonfb 
That  they  have  lost  the  happy  power  to  pi 
If  you  suspect  the  rogue  inclined  to  break 
Break  first,  and  swear  you've  tum'd  hi 

week  ; 
As  princes,  when  they  resty  statesmen  dcr 
Before  they  can  surrender,  turn  'em  out 
Whate'er  you  think,  grave  uses  may  be  in 
And  much  even  for  inoonatancy  be  said. 
Let  the  good  man,  for  marriage  ritea  det^ 
With  studious  care,  and  diligence  of  mind 
Turn  over  every  page  of  womankind ; 
Mark  every  sense,  and  how  the  readings  vi 
And,  when  he  knows  the   worst  on't,- 

marry. 
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f3ie  jest  when  we  are  the  knaves  and  yon  the  fools. 
But  look'ee,  sir,  if  ever  yon.open  your  mouth  about 
:.1iis  trick,  I'll  discover  all  your  tricks;  therefore, 
■Hence  and  safety  on  both  sides. 

Ben.  Would.  Madam,  you  need  not  doubt  my 
■Hence  at  present;  because  my  own  affairs  will 
■mploy  me  sufficiently ;  so  there's  your  letter. 
•— (GioM  ihe  letter,^      And  now  to  write   my 


Mr$.  Man.  Adieu,  my  lord ! — [  Exit  Wouldbb.1 
IliBt  me  see. — [Open^pie  letter  and  reads.]     If 
^ure  he  solemnity  ir^rotestations — that's  foolish, 
^very  foolish  1     Why  should  she  expect  solemnity 
in  protestations  ? — Um,  um,  um. — /  may  still  de- 
fend upon  the  faith  of  my  Richmore. — Ah,  poor 
Clelia ! — Um,  um,  um. — /  can  no  longer  hide  the 
dftete  on*t  from  the  world, — The  effects  on't ! 
How  modestly  is  that  expressed  I     Well,  'tis  a 
fratty  letter,  and  111  keep  it.  lExit. 


SCENE  III.— ^  Room  in  Lord  Wouldbr's 

House. 

Mr.  mmd  Mn.  CLaARAccotmr  discovered. 

Mre.  Clear,  You  are  to  blame,  you  are  much  to 
blarney  husband,  in  being  so  scrupulous. 

Clwr.  'Tis  true ;  this  foolish  conscience  of 
Bine  has  been  the  greatest  bar  to  my  fortune. 

Mre.  Clear,  And  will  ever  be  so.  Tell  me  but 
one  that  thrives,  and  I'll  show  you  a  hundred  that 
ilBrre  by  it.  Do  you  think  'tis  fourscore  pound 
a  year  makes  my  lord  Gouty's  steward's  wife  live 
at  the  rate  of  four  hundred  ?  Upon  my  word,  my 
dear,  I'm  as  good  a  gentlewoman  as  she,  and  I  ex- 
pect to  be  maintained  accordingly.  'TIS  conscience 
I  warrant  that  buys  her  the  point-heads  and  dia- 
mond necklace?  Was  it  conscience  that  bought 
her  the  fine  house  in  Jermyn-street  ?  Is  it  conscience 
that  enables  the  steward  to  buy  when  the  lord  is 
iDreed  to  sell  ? 

Clear,  But  what  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

Mre.  Clear,  Do  !  now's  your  time  ;  that  small 
iBortel  of  an  estate  your  lord  bought  lately,  a 
thing  not  worth  mentioning ;  take  it  towards  your 
daoghter  Molly's  portion.  What's  two  hundred 
a  year  ?  'twill  never  be  missed. 

Cteetr,  'Tis  but  a  small  matter,  I  must  confess  ; 
and  as  a  reward  for  my  past  faithful  service,  I  think 
it  bvt  reasonable  I  should  cheat  a  little  now. 

Mre,  Clear.  Reasonable !  all  the  reason  that 
can  be ;  if  the  ungrateful  world  won't  reward  an 
booest  many  why  let  an  honest  man  reward  himself. 
lliere'a  five  hundred  pounds  you  received  but  two 
days  ago,  lay  them  aside.  You  may  easily  sink  it 
in  the  charge  of  the  funeral.  Do  my  dear  now, 
ktM  me,  and  do  it. 

Clear.  Well,  you  have  such  a  winning  way  with 
yoa  !  But,  my  dear,  I'm  so  much  afraid  of  my 
yomg  lord^s  coming  home ;  he's  a  cunning  close 
■an,  they  say,  and  will  examine  my  accounts  very 
narrowly. 

Mre.  Clear.  Ay,  my  dear,  would  you  had  the 
Townger  brother  to  deal  with  !  yoh  might  manage 
mm  as  yon  pleased.  I  see  him  coming.  Let  us 
froep,  let  as  .weep. 

ifheypmli  oui  tMetr  kandkerchi^t,  and  seem  to  mourn. 


Enter  BsMiAMiN  Wouldbb. 

Clear.  Ah,  sir !  we  have  all  lost  a  father,  a 
friend,  and  a  supporter. 

Ben.  Would.  Ay,  Mr.  Steward,  we  must  submit 
to  fate,  as  he  has  done.  And  it  is  no  small  addition 
to  my  grief,  honest  Mr.  Clearaccount,  that  it  is  not 
in  my  power  to  supply  my  father's  place  to  you 
and  yours.  Your  sincerity  and  justice  to  the  dead 
merits  the  greatest  regard  from  those  that  survive 
him.  Had  I  but  my  brother's  ability,  or  he  my 
inclinations,  I'll  assure  you,  Mrs.  Clearaccount, 
you  should  not  have  such  cause  to  mourn. 

Mrs,  Clear.  Ah,  good  noble  sir  ! 

Clear,  Your  brother,  sir,  I  hear,  is  a  very  severe 
man. 

Ben.  Would.  He  is  what  the  world  calls  a  pru- 
dent man,  Mr.  Steward.  I  have  often  heard  him 
very  severe  upon  men  of  your  business ;  and  has 
declared,  that  for  form's  sake  indeed  he  would  keep 
a  steward,  but  that  he  would  inspect  into  all  his 
accounts  himself. 

Mrs,  Clear.  Ay,  Mr.  Wouldbe,  you  have  more 
sense  than  to  do  these  things ;  you  have  n&ore 
honour  than  to  trouble  your  head  with  your  own 
affairs.     Would  to  Heavens  we  were  to  serve  you  ! 

Ben.  Would.  Would  I  could  serve  you,  madami 
without  injustice  to  my  brother. 

Enter  Footman. 

Foot.  A  letter  for  my  lord  Wouldbe. 

Clear.  It  comes  too  late,  alas  !  for  his  perusal. 
Let  me  see  it  lOpent  and  reads. 

Frankfort^  Octob.  10,  new  style. 
Frankfort !  where's  Frankfort,  sir  ? 

Ben.  Would.  In  Germany.  This  letter  must  be 
from  my  brother  ;  I  suppose  he's  a-coming  home. 

Clear.  'Tis  none  of  his  hand.     Let  me  see. 

IReads. 
My  Lord, 

I  am  troubled  at  this  unhappy  occasion  of  send* 
ing  to  your  lordship  ;  your  brave  son,  ami  my  dear 
friend,  was  yesterday  unfortunately  killed  in  a 
duel  by  a  German  count — 

I  shall  love  a  Grerman  count  as  long  as  I  live. — My 
lord,  my  lord,  now  I  may  call  you  so,  since  your 
elder  brother's — dead. 

Ben.  Would.,  Mrs.  Cltar.  How? 

Clear.  Read  there. 

IGives  the  letter^  Wooldbb  peruses  it. 

Ben.  Would.  Oh,  my  fate!  a  father  and  a 
brother  in  one  day  !  Heavens  !  'tis  too  much.-^ 
Where  is  the  fatal  messenger  ? 

Foot.  A  gentleman,  sir,  who  said  he  came  post 
on  purpose.  He  was  afraid  the  contents  of  the 
letter  would  unqualify  my  lord  for  company ;  so 
he  would  take  another  time  to  wait  on  him.  lExit. 

Ben.  Would.  Nay,  then  'tis  true  ;  and  there  is 
truth  in  dreams.     Last  night  I  dreamed — 

Mrs.  Clear.  Nay,  my  lord,  I  dreamed  too  ;  I 
dreamed  I  saw  your  brother  dressed  in  a  long 
minister's  gown  (Lord  bless  us !),  with  a  book  in 
his  hand,  walking  before  a  dead  body  to  the 
grave. 

Ben.  Would.  Well,  Mr.  Clearaccount,  get 
mourning  ready. 

Clear.  Will  your  lordship  have  the.  old  coach 
covered,  or  a  ^yr  one  made  ? 

Ben.  Woul/gK  new  one.  The  old  coach,  with 
the  grey  horses,  I  give  to  Mrs.  Clearaccount  here  ; 
'tis  not  fit  she  should  walk  the  streets. 
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SCENE  \.—.1  RoominLorfWocLDBB'sHoui 


Ben.  Woiitd.  {Atidt.-\  Snrel j,  the  gttateit  omt- 
ment  of  qnslitT  i»  ■  el**"  ■"^  »  nnmeroiu  Ibtm  1 
Such  ■  crowd  of  atWmUnce  for  the  eheip  ttwnd 
of  irords  ind  proaii«ei,  diatingiiiihM  the  nobility 
from  ihoK  thmt  p»y  wirm  to  their  twT«nl«.— [Firit 
G«nllem»n  ahitper:]     Sir,  I  ih.ll  ipcak  lo  the 

TOO,  lir.— [Second  Gentleman  u.Aiiperi.1     Sir,  I 
ihill  meet  nome  of  your  bo«rd  this  etening  ;  let  me 

■eeyoD  to-morrow [Third  GenlEeman  whiipert.] 

Sir,  I'U  coniider  of  it.—[Aiuit.^     Th»t  fellow'i 
breath  itinki  of  tobwssi.— O   Mr.  Comic,   your 

Com.  My  lord,  T  wiib  yon  joy;  1  h«Te  •ome- 
thing  to  aha*  your  lordahip. 

an.  Would.  Wh.t  i>  it,  pny,  lir? 

Cim.  I  bate  »n  eleRy  npon  the  de»d  lord,  mod  ■ 
panegyric  upon  the  liting  one.— /n  uirumqia  pa- 
Ben.  IFauld.  Ha  1  ha  1  Tery  pretty,  Mr.  Comic. 
But  pray,  Mr.  Comic,  why  don't  yon  write  playa  ? 
it  would  pte  one  an  opportunity  of  lerTiog  you. 

Com.  My  lord,  I  haie  writ  one. 

Am.  WoaU.  Wu  it  arer  leted  ? 

Con.  No,  my  lord  ;  bat  it  baa  been  ■-rebearriDB 
theae  three  yeara  and  a  half. 

Ben.  W<nild.  A  loog  time.  There  rnnst  be  > 
great  deal  of  bnainesa  in  it  aurely. 

Com,  No,  my  lord,  none  at  all.  I  haie  anoChei 
play  juat  liniahed,  bat  that  I  want  a  plot  for*! 

Ben.  tVoalH.  A  plot  1  you  ahonld  read  tbi 
Italian  and  Spanish  playa,  Mr.  Comic  I  like  joui 
seraeihere  mightily.— Here,  Mr.  Clearaccoant ! 

Com.  Now  for  file  gnineaa  at  least.  [^<*d< 

Beit.  IPohW.  Here,  gite  Mr.  Comic,  site  hin 
— giie  bim  the  Spaniih  play  that  Ilea  in  the  cloae 
window. — [To  a  Gentleman.]  Captain,  can  1  d< 
you  any  aerTice  ? 

FoTlh  Gent.  Pray,  my  lord,  a>e  your  interea 
with  the  geoeral  for  that   racant  comtniiaion  : 
hope,  my  lord,  the  blood  I  have  already  loat,  ma; 
eotille  me  to  apill  the  remainder  in  my  country' 


imend  your  patem 


:  beg  your  pardon ! — {Sreunl  Lcree.]  Mr. 
nan,  have  yon  any  serrice  to  command  me 
Aid.  Yonr  lordahip 'a  bumble  ■errail!- 
I  fRToar  to  beg.  Yon  maw  know,  I  baie  i 
eai  ion,  >  fellow  tbil  dnnki  and  iwein  n 
leepi  a  whore  in  erery  comer  of  the  tc 
ihort,  he'i  fit  for  no  kind  of  thiog  bat  a  to 
tn  lo  tired  of  bim  that  I  intend  to  tfcrf 
into  the  army,  let  the  fellow  be  r  " 

Ben.  tVould.    '  ■      - 

■ir  I     Can  1  do  yon  any  aerrioe  in  tnu  ana 

Aid.  Yea.  my  lord  :  there  ia  ■  TamI  o 

In  colonel  Wbatd'yecilnm's  regimoit,  and 

lordahip  would  bat  apeak  to  the  general— 

Ben.  Would.  Hai  yoor  eon  cnt  Kned 

Aid.  Serredl  yea,  mylord,he'eui  «Dii| 

Ininbandi. 

Ben.  irauM.  TfaBheeTeTitgnaliaedhiic 
Aid.  Often,  often,  my  lord  ;  but  one  < 
ticulirly,  you  mnit  know,  hii  optain  wai 
ibipping  of  a  cargo  of  cheeics,  thai  be  left 
to  command  in  hii  place — wonld  yon  befie 
lord  ?  be  dialled  up  Cbeapiide,  ia  the  froi 
hulT-coati  with  inch  bravery  and  eonrtge 
conld  not  forbear  wiihing,  in  the  loyalt 
heart,  for  ten  thooaand  inch  officers  upon  tl 
Ah  1  my  lord,  we  mnat  employ  ineb  fellow 


shall  nr 


tumble  t 
dlinda 


re  n  lent  Um 
1  in  the  wt 


Aid. 


lese  thinf^  to  me  general— 

Ben.  Would.  All  the  rcaao 

U  do  yon  all  the  aenice  1  c* 

Aid.  Yon  may  tell  him  ;  he'a  a  man  of 
Lt  for  the  lerrire  ;  and  then  he  lorei  hard 
leepa  every  other  night  in  the  roand-booi 

Ben.  Would.  I'll  do  you  alt  the  icTTice 

Aid.  Then,  my  lord,  he  aslutes  with  hi 
■ery  handiomely,  it  went  to  bis  miitren 
'other  day. — Then  be  beats 


.   Woul, 


Sir,   I'll  do  yoa  aU  the 


therefore,  my  lord,  I'll  preaume  to  loaro  j 
Ben.  Would.  I'll  do  yoa  all  the  aerTiee 


Fifth  Genl.  I  hope  yoor  lordship  won't  forge 

Aid.    Pray,    my  lord,— [/-u (/in J   him 

to  apeak  to  the  general    about  that  vacant  com 

miiaioD.    Although  1  have nevermade  a  campaign 

yet,  my  lord,  my  iolereat  in  the  country  can  raia 

remember  me- 

me  men,  which,  1  think,  ihould  prefer  me  to  tha 

[i-,.»«l,i™i-p*»l**(»W*. 

Ben.  Would.  I'll  do  yoa  all  the  aervice 

poor  people  from  liating. 

What,  ia  he  gone  ?     'Til  the  most  rude 

Ben.  Would.  All  the  reason  in  the  world,  air 

fellow  1— Faugh,  what  a  greasy  gauntlet  ia 

yon  may  depend  nnon  me  for  all  the  lervice  in  m 

[A  puTie  drop,  out  of  the  gl<n,e.'\     Oh  t 

power.— Capuin,  I'll  do  yonr  baaineu  for  yon.- 
Sit.  I'll  .peak  lo  the  general ;  1  shaU  aee  Mm  at  the 

the  glove   la   a    clean  well-made   glove, 

owner  of  it— the  moat  reipcctfiJ  penOD  1 1 
1  this  morning  j  be  knows  what  diitanee- 

bOOM. 
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Mfi.  Man.  No,  no,  madam,  that's  to  come. — 
I  tell  you,  fair  lady,  yoa  have  only  lost  the  man  ; 
the  eatate  and  title  are  still  year  own ;  and  thia 
very  moment  I  would  salute  you  lady  Wouldbe, 
if  you  pleased. 

Con.  Dear  madam,  your  proposal  is  very  tempt- 
ing ;  let  me  but  consider  till  to-morrow,  and  Til 
give  you  an  answer. 

Mt8,  Man,  I  knew  it,  I  knew  it !  I  said, 
when  you  were  bom,  you  would  be  a  lady ;  I 
knew  it !  To-morrow,  you  say  ? — My  lord  shall 
know  it  immediately.  iExit. 

Aur,  What  d'ye  intend  to  do,  coosin  ? 

Con,  To  go  into  the  country  this  moment,  to  be 
free  from  the  impertinence  of  condolence,  the  per- 
secution of  that  monster  of  a  man,  and  that  devil 
of  a  woman.  O  Aurelia,  I  long  to  be  alone  !  I 
am  become  so  fond  of  grief,  that  I  would  fly  where 
I  might  enjoy  it  all^  and  haTe  no  interruption  in 
my  darling  sorrow. 

Enttr  Huuraa  Woitldbs  unperetived, 

Hertn,  Would.  In  tears  !  perhaps  for  me ;  I'll 
try.       IDropt  a  mfniature,  and  retires  behind,  litUning. 

Aur,  If  there  be  aught  in  grief  delightful,  don't 
grudge  me  a  share. 

Con,  No,  my  dear  Aurelia,  Til  engross  it  all. 
I  loved  him  so,  methinks  I  should  be  jealous  if 
any  mourned  his  death  besides  myself.  What's 
here  !  —  [  Takes  up  the  miniature,^  Ha !  see, 
cousin — the  very  face  and  features  of  the  man  ! 
Sure,  some  officious  angel  has  brought  me  this  for 
a  companion  in  my  solitude  !  Now  I'm  fitted  out 
j  for  sorrow  I  W'ith  this  I'll  sigh,  with  this  con- 
verse, gaze  on  his  image  till  I  grow  blind  with 
weeping  1 

Aur,  I'm  amazed  !  how  came  it  here? 

Con.  Whether  by  miracle  or  human  chance, 
'tis  all  alike  ;  I  have  it  here  :  nor  shall  it  ever 
separate  from  my  breast  It  is  the  only  thing 
could  give  me  joy,  because  it  will  increase  my 
grief. 

Ilerm.  Would,  [Coming  forward.}  Most  glo- 
rious woman  !  now  I  am  fond  of  life. 

Aur,  Ha  !  what's  this  I — Your  business,  pray, 
sir? 

Ilerm.  Would,  With  this  lady. — [Goes  to  Con- 
stance, takes  her  hand^  and  kneels.]  Here  let 
me  worship  that  perfection  whose  virtue  might 
attract  the  listening  angels,  and  make  'em  smile 
to  see  such  purity,  so  like  themselves  in  human 
shape ! 

Con.  Hermes ! 

Uerm.  Would.  Your  living  Hermes,  who  shall 
die  yours  too  ! 

Con.  [Aside.}  Now  passion,  powerful  passion, 
would  bear  me  like  a  whirlwind  to  his  arms  ! — But 
my  sex  has  bounds.  —  [Aloud.}  'Tis  wondrous, 
sir! 

Herm.  Would.  Most  wondrous  are  the  works 
of  fate  for  man ;  and  most  closely  laid  is  the  ser- 
pentine line  that  guides  him  into  happiness  I  That 
hidden  power  which  did  permit  those  arts  to  cheat 
me  of  my  birthright,  had  this  suriirise  of  happiness 
in  store,  well  knowing  that  grief  is  the  best  pre- 
parative for  joy. 

Con,  I  never  found  the  true  sweets  of  love  till 
this  romantic  torn.— Dead,  and  aliye  !— my  stars 
are  poetical!  For  Heaven's  sake,  sir,  unriddle 
your  fortune  I 


Herm,  WmJd.  That  my  dear  brother  mmkk\ 
for  he  made  the  enigma. 

Awr.  Methinka  I  stand  here  like  a  fool  d  ttii 
while !  would  I  had  somebody  or  other  to  af 
a  fine  thing  or  two  to  me  ! 

Herm,  Would,  Madam,  I  beg  tea  tin— i 
pardons  !  I  have  my  ezcnae  in  my  band. 

Aur,  My  lord,  I  wish  yoa  joy  ! 

Herm,  Would,  Pray,  madaiin,  don't  tnaUtai 
with  a  title  till  I  am  better  equipped  for  iL  Ify 
peerage  would  look  a  little  ahabby  in  these  lobo. 

Con.  Tou  have  a  good  ezcuae,  my  lord :  jot  w 
wear  better  when  yon  pleaae. 

Herm,  Would,  I  have  a  better  ezcnse,  Bite: 
these  are  the  beat  I  have. 

Con,  How,  my  lord  ? 

Herm,  Would.  Very  true,  madam  ;  I  aa  it 
present,  I  believe,  the  poorest  peer  in  Englaad.— 
Heark*ee,  Aurelia,  prithee  lend  me  a  piece  or 
two. 

Aur,  Ha !  ha !  ha  I  poor  peer  indeed !  he  wiali 
a  guinea. 

Con,  I'm  glad  on't,  with  all  my  heart! 

Herm,  Would.  Why  so,  madam  ? 

Con,  Because  I  can  forniah  yoa  with  five  tkn- 
sand. 

Herm,  Would.  Generous  woman ! 

Enter  Captain  Tkvmuam, 

Ha,  my  friend  too ! 

True,  I'm  glad  to  find  yon  here,  my  kri* 
Here*8  a  current  report  about  town  that  you  wt 
killed.  I  was  afraid  it  might  reach  thia  family ;  • 
I  came  to  disprove  the  story  by  your  letter  to  ■• 
by  the  last  post 

Aur,  I'm  glad  he's  come;  nowitwfllbeay 
turn,  cousin.  [JsUt' 

True,  Now,  my  lord,  I  wish  yon  joy ;  sod  I 
expect  the  same  from  you. 

Herm.  Would,  With  all  my  heart ;  hot  apaa 
what  score  ? 

True,  The  old  score — marriage. 

Herm.  Would.  To  whom  ?  | 

True.  To  a  neighbour  lady  here. 

ILookinp  at  Acanu.  ! 

Aur.  [Aside.}  Impudence  1  —  [Aloud.}  The 
lady  mayn't  be  so  near  as  yon  imagine,  sir. 

True,  The  lady  mayn't  be  so  near  as  you  ima- 
gine, madam. 

Aur.   Don't  mistake  me,  sir :  I  did  not  care  if  ' 
the  lady  were  in  Mexico. 

True.   Nor  I  neither,  madam. 

Aur,  You're  very  short,  sir  1  • 

True,  The  shortest  pleasures  are  the  sweetest, 
you  know. 

Aur,  Sir,  you  appear  Tery  different  to  me  from 
what  you  were  lately. 

True.  Madam,  you  appear  very  indifierent  tu 
me  to  what  you  were  lately. 

Aur.    Strange  I 

IThi*  vhitt:  CoNHTANca  and  Woulobb  conram  is 
dumb-thow. 

True.  Miraculous ! 

Aur.   I  could  never  have  believed  it. 

True.  Nor  I,  as  I  hope  to  be  saved  ! 

Aur.  Ill  manners ! 

True.  Worse. 

Aur.  How  have  I  deserved  it,  sir  ? 

True.  How  have  I  deserved  it.  madam  ? 

Aur.  What? 
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.  You. 

Riddles ! 

.  Women  ! — My  lord,  you'll  hear  of  me  at 
. — Farewell !  IRunt  off, 

u  Would,  What,  Tmeman  gone? 

Yes.  [  Wa  Iks  about  in  disorder. 

Bless  me !  what's  the  matter,  cousia  ? 

Nothing. 

Why  are  you  uneasy  ? 

Nothing. 

What  ails  you  then  ? 

Nothing. — I  don't  Io?e  the  fellow  ! — yet, 
'ronted — I  can't  bear  it ! 

iBursts  out  a-crjfing,  and  runs  off. 

Your  friend,  my  lord,  has  affronted  Au- 


Herm.  Would,  Impossible  1  his  regard  to  me 
were  sufficient  security  for  his  good  behaviour 
here,  though  it  were  in  his  nature  to  be  rude  else- 
where.    She  has  certainly  used  him  ilL 

Con,  Too  well  rather. 

Herm.  Would,  Too  well !  hare  a  care,  madam  ! 
That,  with  some  men,  is  the  greatest  provocation 
to  a  slight. 

Con.  Don't  mistake,  my  lord ;  her  usage  never 
went  further  than  mine  to  you  ;  and  I  should  take 
it  very  ill  to  be  abused  for  it. 

Herm.  Would,  I'll  follow  him,  and  know  the 
cause  of  it 

Con,  No,  my  lord,  we'll  follow  her,  and  know 
it.  Besides,  your  own  affairs  with  your  brother 
require  you  at  present  [fxevtiC. 


ACT  IV. 


\  I. — A  Room  in  Lord  Wouldbs's  House, 
•jAMm  WouLDBs  and  SuBTLmAN  discovered, 

WotUd,  Returned  1  who  saw  him  ?  who 
ith  him  ? — He  can't  be  returned. 
My  lord,  he*s  below  at  the  gate  parleying 
e  porter,  who  has  private  orders  from  me 
it  nobody  till  you  send  him  word,  that  we 
re  the  more  time  to  settle  our  affairs. 
Would,  'Tis  a  hard  case,  Mr.  Subtleman, 
man  can't  enjoy  his  right  without  all  this 

Ay,  my  lord,  you  see  the  benefit  of  law 
hat  an  advantage  it  is  to  the  public  for 
i;  of  property  1  Had  you  not  the  law  o' 
le,  who  knows  what  devices  might  be  prac- 
)  defraud  you  of  your  right ! — But  I  have 
all. — The  will  is  in  true  form ;  and  you 
ro  witnesses  already  to  swear  to  the  last 
f  your  father. 

Would,  Then  you  have  got  another  ? 
Yes,  yes,  a  right  one  ;  and  I  shall  pick  up 
Ume  enough  before  the  term :  and  I  have 
three  or  four  constables  in  the  next  room 
care  of  your  brother  if  he  should  be  bois- 

Would.  Then  you  think  we  are  secure  .' 
Ay,  ay  ;  let  him  come  now  when  he  pleases, 
lown,  and  give  orders  for  his  admittance. 

lExit. 
Would,  Unkind  brother !  to  disturb  me 
st  in  the  swing  and  stretch  of  my  full  for- 
Where  is  the  tie  of  blood  and  nature  when 
s  will  do  this  ?  Had  he  but  staid  till  Coa- 
lad  been  mine,  his  presence  or  his  absence 
n  then  indifferent. 

Enter  Mrs.  Mandrakb. 

Man,  Well,  my  lord, — [Panls  as  out  of 

you'll  ne'er  be  satisfied  till  you   have 

my   poor  heart.     I   have  had  such   ado 

about  you  with  madam  Constance — but 

ir  own. 

Would,  How  !  my  own  !  Ah,  my  dear 
;e,  I'm  afraid  we  are  routed  in  that  quarter  : 
;her's  come  home. 


Mn,  Man,  Your  brother  come  home !  then  Til 
go  travel.  lOoing, 

Ben,  Would,  Hold,  hold,  madam,  we  are  all 
secure ;  we  have  provided  for  his  reception  ;  your 
nephew  Subtleman  has  stopped  up  all  passages  to 
the  estate. 

Mrs.  Man,  Ay,  Subtleman  is  a  pretty,  thriving, 
ingenious  boy.  Little  do  you  think  who  is  the 
father  of  him  !  I'll  tell  you ; — Mr.  Moabite  the 
rich  Jew  in  Lombard-street. 

Ben,  Would,  Moabite  the  Jew  1 

Mrs.  Man,  You  shall  hear,  my  lord.  One 
evening  as  I  was  very  grave  in  my  own  house, 
reading  the —  Weekly  Preparation — ay,  it  was  the 
Weekly  Preparation^  1  do  remember  particularly 
well — what  hears  me  I — but  pat,  pat,  pat,  very 
softly  at  the  door.  Come  in,  cries  I ;  and  presently 
enters  Mr.  Moabite,  followed  by  a  snug  chair,  the 
windows  close  drawn,  and  in  it  a  fine  young 
virgin  just  upon  the  point  of  being  delivered.  We 
were  all  in  a  great  hurly-burly  for  a  while,  to  be 
sure ;  but  our  production  was  a  fine  boy.  I  had 
fifty  guineas  for  my  trouble,  the  lady  was  wrapped 
up  very  warm,  placed  in  her  chair,  and  reconveyed 
to  the  place  she  came  from.  Who  she  was,  or 
what  she  was,  I  could  never  learn,  though  my 
maid  said  that  the  chair  went  through  the  Park — 
but  the  child  was  left  with  me.  The  father  would 
have  made  a  Jew  on't  presently,  but  I  swore,  if  he 
committed  such  a  barbarity  on  the  infant,  that  I 
would  discover  all.  So  I  had  him  brought  up  a 
good  Christian,  and  bound  prentice  to  an  attorney. 

Ben.  Would,  Very  well  I 

Mrs,  Man.  Ah,  my  lord  I  there's  many  a  pretty 
fellow  in  London  that  knows  as  little  of  their  true 
father  and  mother  as  he  does :  1  have  had  several 
such  jobs  in  my  time ; — there  was  one  Scotch 
nobleman  that  brought  me  four  in  half  a-year. 

Ben,  Would.  Four !  and  how  were  they  all  pro- 
vided for  ? 

Mrs,  Man.  Very  handsomely  indeed  ;  they  were 
two  sons  and  two  daughters,  the  eldest  son  rides  in 
the  first  troop  of  guards,  and  the  other  is  a  very 
pretty  fellow,  and  his  father's  valet-de-chambre. 

Ben.  Would,  And  what  is  become  of  the  daugh- 
ters, pray  ? 
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the  mean  time  I  tend  to  yonr  mistress,  that  her 
aunt  is  fallen  in  labour  at  mj  house :  she  comes  in 
%  hurry,  and  then — 

Bich,  Shall  I  be  there  to  meet  her  ? 
-   Mrs,  Man,  Perhaps. 

Rich.  In  a  private  room  ? 

Mrs.. Man.  Mum. 

Rich.  No  creature  to  disturb  us  ? 

Mrs.  Man.  Mum,  I  say ;  but  you  must  give  me 
your  word  not  to  ravish  her ;  nay,  I  can  tell  you 
she  won't  be  ravished. 


Rich.  Ravish! — Let  me  see,  Tin  w 
thousand  pound  a-year,  twenty  tbouaDd 
in  my  pocket,  and  may  not  I  force  a  t 
scarce  worth  fifteen  hnmdred  powad  ?    11 

Her  beanty  seta  my  heart  on  fire ;  besi 
The  injurious  blow  has  set  on  fire  my  prk 
The  bare  fruition  were  not  worth  my  paiii 
The  joy  will  be  to  humble  her  disdain ; 
Beyond  enjoyment  wfll  the  transport  bit 
In  triumph  when  the  ecstacy  is  past 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  l.—A  Room  in  Lord  Wouldbs's 

Hottse. 

Bknjamtn  Wouu>Ba  discovered  tUone. 

Ben.  Would.  Show  me  that  proud  stoic  that  can 
bear  success  and  champagne  :  philosophy  can  sup- 
port us  in  hard  fortune,  but  who  can  have  patience 
in  prosperity  ?  The  learned  may  talk  what  they 
will  of  human  bodies,  but  I  am  sure  there  is  not 
one  atom  in  mine  but  what  is  truly  epicurean. 
My  brother  is  secured,  I  guarded  with  my  friends, 
my  lewd  and  honest  midnight  friends — Holla,  who 
waits  there  ? 

Enter  Footman. 

Foot.  My  lord  ? 

Ben.  Would.  A  fresh  battalion  of  bottles  to 
reinforce  the  cistern.     Are  the  ladies  come  ? 

Foot.  Half  an  hour  ago,  my  lord ;  they're  below 
in  the  bathing-chamber. 

Ben.  Would.  Where  did  you  light  on  'em  ? 

Foot.  One  in  the  passage  at  the  old  playhouse, 
my  lord — I  found  another  very  melancholy  paring 
her  nails  by  Rosamond's  Pond,  —and  a  couple  I  got 
at  the  Chequer  ale-house  in  Holborn ;  the  two 
last  came  to  town  yesterday  in  a  west-country 
waggon. 

Ben.  Would.  Very  well,  order  Baconface  to 
hasten  supper  ;  and,  d'ye  hear  ?  and  bid  the  Swiss 
admit  no  stranger  without  acquainting  me. — [Erit 
Footman.]  Now,  Fortune,  1  defy  thee ;  this  night's 
my  own  at  least. 

Re-enter  Footman. 

Foot.  My  lord,  here's  the  constable  below  with 
the  black  eye,  and  he  wants  to  speak  with  your 
lordship  in  all  haste. 

Ben.  Would.  Ha!  the  constable! — Should  For- 
tune jilt  me  now  .^— Bid  him  come  up. —  \^Ejnt 
Footman.]  I  fear  some  cursed  chance  to  thwart 
me. 

Enter  Captain  Trubman,  ditguised  at  a  Constable. 

Tru£.  Ah  !  my  lord,  here  is  sad  news — your 
brother  is — 

Ben.  Would,  Got  away,  made  his  escape,  I  war- 
rant you. 

True.  Worse,  worse,  my  lord. 

Ben.  Would.  Worse,  worse  I  what  can  be  worse } 

True.  I  dare  not  speak  it. 

Ben.  Would.  Death  and  hell,  fellow,  don't  dis- 
tract me ! 

True.  He's  dead. 


Ben.  Would,  Dead! 

True.  Positively. 

Ben.  Would.  Covp  de  grace^  ekl  gram 

True,  Villain,  I  understand  yoo. 

Ben.  Would,  But,  how,  how,  Mr.  O 
speak  it  aloud,  kill  me  with  the  relatloB. 

T\ve.  I  don't  know  how ;  the  poor  g 
was  very  melancholy  upon  his  confinemei 
he  desired  me  to  send  for  a  gentlewoman 
hard  by  here:  mayhap  your  worship  b 
her. 

Ben,  Would.  At  the  gilt  balcony  in  tih 

True.  The  very  same,  a  smart  woman 
went  for  her  myself,  but  she  was  otlunrwiss 
not  she  truly  I  she  would  not  come.    ¥ 
believe  it,  my  lord,  at  hearing  of  this  the 
was  like  to  drop  down  dead. 

Ben.  Would.  Then  he  was  but  likel] 
dead  ? 

True.  Would  it  were  no  more!  Tl 
him,  and  coming  about  two  hours  afiei 
him  hanged  in  his  sword-belt. 

Ben,  Would.  Hanged  ! 

True.  Dangling. 

Ben.  Would.  Le  coup  d*ielat!  done 
noblest  Roman  of  'em  all  ! — But  are  yoa 
past  all  recovery .'  Did  you  send  for  nc 
to  bleed  him .' 

True.  No,  my  lord,  I  forgot  that — ba' 
immediately. 

Ben.  Would.  No,  no,  Mr.  Constabli 
late  now,  too  late. — And  the  lady  would 
you  say  } 

True.  Not  a  step  would  she  stir. 

Ben.  Would.  Inhuman !  barbarous  !- 
licious  woman,  thou  now  art  mine. — ^Wl 
body,  Mr.  Constable  ?  I  must  see  it. 

True.  By  all  means,  my  lord,  it  lies  i 
lour :  there's  a  power  of  company  con 
among  the  rest  one,  one,  one  Trnema 
they  call  him  ;  a  devilish  hot  fellow,  he  I 
have  pulled  the  house  down  about  our 
swears.  I  told  him  he  should  pay  for  1 
ing,  he  gave  me  a  slap  in  the  face,  said 
the  army,  and  had  a  commission  for't. 

Ben.   Would.   Captain  Trueman?  a 
kind  of  rakehelly  officer .' 

True.  Ay,  my  lord,  one  of  those  scoui 
we  pay  wages  to  for  being  knocked  o'  th 
us. 

Ben.  Would.   Ay,  ay,  one  of  those 
have  only  brains  to  be  knocked  out. 
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lAnde.'\  Son  of  a  whore .— [  Aloud.^  He*8 
impudent  fellow,  my  lord ;  he  swore  that 

the  greatest  Tillam  opon  the  earth. 
WoukL  Ay,  ay,  bat  be  durst  not  say  that 
»,  Mr.  Ck>nstab]e. 

No,  no,  hang  him,  he  said  it  behind  your 
le  sure.  And  he  swore,  moreover, — hare 
y  lord, — ^he  swore  that  he  would  cut  your 
lenever  he  met  you* 

WouUU  Will  you  swear  that  you  heard 
w? 

Heard  him !  ay,  as  plainly  as  you  hear 
ipoke  the  Tery  words  that  I  speak  to  your. 

Vouid.  Well,  well,  I'll  manage  him.— But 
ink  on't,  I  won't  go  see  the  body ;  it  will 
ase  my  grief.  Mr.  Cod  stable,  do  yon  send 
x>roner :  they  must  find  him  rum  eompot. 
oad  before,  you  know.  Here— eomething 
trouble.  lOivt*  montjf. 

Thank  your  honour. — But  pray,  my  lord, 
re  of  that  Tmeman  ;  he  swears  that  he'll 

throat,  and  he  will  do't,  my  lord,  he  will 

Vould.  Nerer  fear,  never  fear. 
Bat  he  swore  it,  my  lord,  and  he  will  cer- 
't.     Pray  have  a  care.  lExiL 

Vmdd.  WeU,  weU,_so,— the  devil's  in]t 
the  eldest  now.  What  a  pack  of  civil 
have  I  had  here  1  My  father  takes  a  fit 
oplezy,  makes  a  face,  and  goes  off  one 
brother  takes  a  fit  of  the  spleen,  makes  a 
goes  off  t'other  way. — Well,  I  must  own 
ind  the  way  to  mollify  me,  and  I  do  love 
with  all  my  heart ;  since  he  was  so  very 
stie  into  the  world  before  me,  I  think  he 
jviUy  to  justle  out  of  it  before  me. — But 
oys  !— Without  tbere.-hollo  !— Take  off 
ition  of  the  gate ;  the  heir  may  now  enter 
ed. 

If  is  dead,  the  shepherds  may  go  play : 
Hows  care ;  so  rolls  the  world  away. 

estion  whether  adversity  or  prosperity 
most  poets. 

Re-enter  Footman. 

fy  lord,  a  fbotman  brought  this  letter, 
for  an  answer. 

'onld.  Nothing  from  the  Elysian  fields, 
[Opening  the  letter,']  What  do  1  see, 
iNCE  !  Spells  and  magic  in  every  let- 
Game  ! — Now  for  the  sweet  contents. 

'sordf 

'(ued  to  hear  of  your  happy  change  of 
id  shall  be  glad  to  Bee  your  lordship  this 
wish  you  joy, 

Constance. 

[evil's  in  this  Mandrake !  she  told  me 
>on  that  the  wind  was  chopping  about ; 
got  into  the  warm  comer  already? — 
!oach-and-six  to  the  door  :  I'll  visit  my 
itate.  As  for  -  the  seraglio  below  stairs, 
shawSi  inay  possess  'em. 

lExii,  Footman  /oUoteing, 


SCENE  ll.-^The  Street  before  Mrs.  Man- 
drakk's  House. 

m 

Enter  Tbaoub  carrying  a  lantern^  Captain  Trubman 
following^  disguised  as  a  Oonstablo. 

True*  Blockhead,  thou  hast  led  us  out  of  the 
way ;  we  have  certainly  passed  the  constable's 
house. 

Teague,  Be  me  shoule,  dear  joy,  I  am  never  ont 
of  my  ways ;  for  poor  Teague  has  been  a  vanderer 
ever  since  he  was  homed. 

True,  Hold  up  the  lantern. — ^What  sign  is  that? 
the  St  Albans  tavern  ! — ^Why,  you  blundering  fool, 
you  have  led  me  directly  to  St.  James's  Square, 
when  you  should  have  gone  towards  Soho. — 
\^Shrieking  within.  ]  Hark  1  what  noise  b  that 
over  the  way  ?  a  woman's  cry  1 

Teague.  Fet  is  it ;  shome  daumsel  in  distress  1 
believe,  that  has  no  mind  to  be  relieved. 

True,  I'll  use  the  privilege  of  my  office  to  know 
what  the  matter  is. 

Teague,  Hold,  hold,  maishter  captain,  be  me 
fet,  dat  ish  not  the  way  home. 

Aur,  [  Within,']  Help  I  help !  murder !  help. 

True,  Ha  I  here  must  be  mischief. — ^Within  diere, 
open  the  door  in  the  king's  name,  or  I'll  force  it 
open. — Here,  Teague,  hreSk  down  the  door. 

[Tbaoob  takes  the  staffs  thumps  at  the  door. 

Teague.  Deel  tauke  him,  I  have  knock  so  long 
as  1  am  able.  Arab,  maishter,  get  a  great  long 
ladder  to  get  in  the  window  of  the  firsht  room,  and 
sho  open  the  door,  and  let  in  yourshelf. 

Aur.  [  Within,]  Help  !  help  1  help  ! 

True,  Knock  harder ;  let's  raise  the  mob. 

Teague,  O  maishter,  I  have  tink  just  now  of  a 
brave  invention  to  maake  dem  come  out ;  and  be 
St.  Patrick,  dat  very  bushiness  did  maake  my 
nown  shelf  and  my  fader  run  like  de  devil  out  of 
my  nown  hoose  in  my  nown  country : — ^be  me 
shoule,  set  the  hoose  a-fire. 

Enter  Mob. 

Mob,  What's  the  matter,  master  constable  ? 

True.  Gentlemen,  I  command  your  assistance 
in  the  king's  name  to  break  into  the  house  :  there 
is  murder  cried  within. 

Mob,  Ay,  ay,  break  open  the  door. 

Mrs,  Man.  IFrom  the  balcony.]  What  noise  is 
that  below  ? 

Teague.  Arah,  vat  noise  ish  dat  above  ? 

Mrs.  Man,  Only  a  poor  gentlewoman  in  labour ; 
'twill  be  over  presently. — Here,  Mr.  Constable  ; 
there's  something  for  you  to  drink. 

iThraufS  down  a  purse,  Tbaoub  takes  it  up. 

Teague.  Come,  maishter,  we  have  no  more  to 
shay,  be  me  shoule. — [Going,]  Arah,  if  you  vill 
play  the  constable  right  now,  fet  you  viU  come 
away. 

True.  No,  no  ;  there  must  be  viUany  hy  this 
bribe. — Who  lives  in  this  house  ? 

Mob,  A  midwife,  a  midwife  ;  'tis  none  of  our 
business  :  let  us  be  gone. 

Aur.  [Looking  otit  at  a  window.]  Gentle* 
man,  dear  gentleman,  help  I — A  rape !  a  rape  ! 
villany  ! 

True.  Ha !  that  voice  I  know. — Give  me  the 
staff;  I'll  make  a  breach,  I  warrant  you. 

[Breaks  open  the  door,  and  enters,  Tbaoub  emd  Mob 
/blloutir^. 
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.  Would.  Then  take  thy  wish. — And  now, 

all  parties  have  received  their  due  rewards 

shments  ? 

\e.  Bat  what  will  you  do  for  poor  Teag^e, 
> 

.  Would,  What  shall  I  do  for  thee  !•— 
le,  Arah,  maak  me  a  justice  of  peash,  dear 

.  WofUd,  Justice  of  peace  !  thou  art  not 

»  man. 

\e,  Yest,  fet  am  I — I  can  take  the  oats, 


and  write  my  mark — I  can  be  an  honesht  man 
my  shelf,  and  keep  a  great  rogue  for  my  dark. 

Herm.  Would,  Well,  well,  you  shall  be  taken 
care  of. — And  now,  captain,  we  set  out  for  hap- 
piness : — 

Let  none  despair  whate*er  their  fortunes  be, 
Fortune  must  yield,  would  men  but  act  like  me. 
Choose  a  brave  friend  as  partner  of  your  breast, 
Be  active  when  your  right  is  in  contest ; 
Be  true  to  love,  and  fate  will  do  the  rest 

^Exeunt  omnar. 


EPILOGUE, 

SPOKBN    BY    MRS.  HOOK. 


*t  open*d  with  a  loud  warlike  blast, 

weak  woman  is  his  safest  cast, 
;  him  off  with  quarter  at  the  last : 

he's  vain  to  think  that  I  can  say, 
in  write,  fine  things  to  help  the  play. 
Loot  scenes  have  drain'd  his  strength  and 

art; 
roa  know,  had  a  hard  struggling  part : 
1  he  brought  me  off  with  life  and  fimb  ; 
Id  that  I  conld  do  as  much  for  him  I — 
:  me  think  —  your  favours  to  excite, 
nst  act  the  part  I  play'd  to-night, 
tsoe'er  may  be  your  sly  pretence, 
s  those  best  that  make  the  best  defence  : 

is  needless — 'tis  in  vain  to  crave  it 
aTc  damn*d  the  play,  no  power  can  save  it 
the  wits  of  Athens,  and  of  Rome  ; 
kspeare,  Jonson,  could  revoke  its  doom  : 
lat  is  more — if  once  your  anger  rouses, 
the  courted  beauties  of  both  houM 


He  would  have  ended  here — out  I  thought  meet, 

To  tell  him  there  was  left  one  safe  retreat, 

Protection  sacred,  at  the  ladies'  feet 

To  that  he  aoswer'd  in  submissive  strain. 

He  paid  all  homage  to  this  female  reign. 

And  therefore  turn'd  his  satire  'gainst  the  men. 

From  your  great  queen  this  sovereign  right  ye 

draw, 
To  keep  the  wits,  as  she  the  world,  in  awe: 
To  her  bright  sceptre  your  bright  eyes  they  bow  ; 
Such  awful  splendour  sits  on  every  brow, 
AU  scandal  on  the  sex  were  treason  now. 
The  play  can  tell  with  what  poetic  care 
He  laboured  to  redress  the  injured  fair. 
And  if  you  won't  protect,  the  men  will  damn  him 

there. 
Then  save  the  Muse,  that  flies  to  ye  for  aid  ; 
Perhaps  my  poor  request  may  some  persuade» 
Because  it  is  the  first  I  ever  made. 


THE  RECRUITING  OFFICER. 


Captlque  doHt,  donttqve  coactL 

YiRoii..  JEneld.  iL  19& 


TO  ALL  FRIENDS  ROUND  THE  Mn[lEKIN. 

Mr  LoBOfl  AHD  OufTLCMBir,— Instead  of  the  mercenary  expectations  that  attend  addresses  of  this  nature, 
bog.  that  this  may  be  received  as  an  acknowledgmoit  for  the  favours  you  have  already  conferred.    I  have  tra 
the  rules  of  dedication  in  offering  you  anything  in  that  style,  without  first  asking  your  leave :   bat  tike  enter 
I  found  in  Shropshire  commands  me  to  be  grateful,  and  that's  all  I  intend. 

Twas  my  good  fortune  to  be  ordered  some  time  ago  into  the  place  which  is  made  the  8oen«  of  this  comedy 
perfect  strangn-  to  everything  in  Salop,  but  ite  character  of  loyalty,  the  number  of  ite  inhabitants,  the  alaoi 
gentlemen  in  recruiting  the  army,  with  their  generous  and  hospitable  reception  of  strangers. 

This  character  I  found  so  amply  verified  in  every  particular,  that  you  made  recruiting,  which  is  the  greats 
upon  earth  to  others,  to  be  the  greatest  pleasure  in  the  world  to  me. 

The  kingdom  cannot  show  better  bodies  of  men.  better  inclinations  for  the  eenrioe,  more  fenorosity,  a 
understanding,  nor  more  politeness,  than  is  to  be  found  at  the  foot  of  the  Wrekin. 

Some  little  turns  of  humour  that  I  met  with  almost  within  the  shade  of  that  famous  hill,  gave  the  rise  to  thii 
and  people  were  apprehensive  that,  by  the  example  of  some  others,  I  would  make  the  town  merry  at  the  e 
the  oountry-gentlemen.  But  they  forgot  that  I  wais  to  write  a  comedy,  not  a  libel ;  and  that  whilst  I  held  1 
no  person  of  any  character  in  your  country  could  suffer  by  being  exposed.  I  have  drawn  the  Justice  and  the 
their  puris  naturtUUms :  the  one  an  apprehensive,  sturdy,  brave  blockhead ;  and  the  other  a  worthy,  honest, 
gentleman,  hearty  In  his  country's  cause,  and  of  as  good  an  understanding  as  I  could  give  him,  whidi  I  moit 
far  short  of  his  own. 

I  humbly  beg  leave  to  interline  a  word  or  two  of  the  adventures  of  the  Recruiting  Officer  upon  the  stage.  ! 
who  commands  the  company  for  which  those  recruits  were  raised,  has  desired  me  to  acquit  him  before  the  ^ 
charge  which  he  thinks  lies  heavy  upon  him,  for  acting  this  play  on  Mr.  Durfey's  third  night. 

Be  it  known  unto  all  men  by  these  presents,  that  it  was  my  act  and  deed,  or  rather  Mr.  Durfey's ;  for  be  « 
his  third  night  against  the  first  of  mine.  He  brought  down  a  huge  flight  of  fk-lghtful  birds  npon  me ;  whcs 
knows !)  I  hod  not  a  feathered  fowl  in  my  play,  except  one  single  Kite  ;  but  I  presently  made  Plwmt  a  bird,l 
his  name,  and  Braxen  another,  because  of  the  feather  in  his  hat ;  and  with  these  throe  I  engaged  his  wbol 
which  I  think  was  as  great  a  Wonder  as  any  in  the  Sun . 

But  to  answer  his  complaints  more  gravely,  the  season  was  far  advanced ;  the  officers  that  made  the  great 
in  my  play  were  all  commanded  to  their  posts  abroad,  and  waited  only  for  a  wind,  which  might  pu«fldy  turn  b 
than  a  day :  and  I  know  none  of  Mr.  Durfey's  birds  that  had  posts  abroad  but  his  Wocdeockf,  and  their  seaso 
so  that  he  might  put  off  a  day  with  leas  prejudice  than  the  Recruiting  Officer  could ;  who  has  this  laithcr 
himself,  that  he  was  posted  before  the  otiier  spoke,  and  could  not  with  credit  recede  from  his  station. 

These  and  some  other  rubs  this  comedy  met  with  before  it  appeared.  But  on  the  other  hand,  it  had  powei 
to  set  it  forward.  The  Duke  of  Ormond  encouraged  the  author,  and  the  Earl  of  Orrery  approved  the  play.  M 
were  reviewed  by  my  general  and  my  colonel,  and  could  not  fail  to  pass  muster ;  and  still  to  add  to  my  sw 
were  raised  among  my  friends  round  the  Wrekin. 

This  health  has  the  advantage  over  our  other  celebrated  toasts,  never  to  grow  worse  for  the  wearing :  *ti 
beauty,  old  without  age,  and  common  without  scandal.  That  you  may  live  long  to  set  it  cheerfully  round,  an 
the  abundant  pleasures  of  your  fair  and  plentiful  country,  is  the  hearty  witih  of,  my  Lords  and  Qentlemen, ; 
obliged,  and  most  obedient  servant, 

Q.  FARQ 
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three  Justices  o/the  Peace. 


JusTicx  Balancx, 

JUSTICB  SCRl'PLK. 

JusTiCB  Scale, 

Mr.  Worthy,  a  Gentleman  (^Shropshire. 

©xwAiN  Plumk,    )  ^     „        .,, 

€«TA.N  Braze,.,  ]  ^"^  ^<^*ting  Officers. 

Bkrjzant  KrrB,  Serjeant  to  Caftain  Plumb. 
BitLUKx,  a  Country  Cloton,  Brother  to  Rosa. 

IWhas  Apflbtiib.,  }  ^"'^  dermis. 


PttJCK,  a  Butcher, 
T«io&ia8,  a  Smith. 

Mklinda,  a  Lady  o/fortune,  beloved  by  Mr.  IK 
Silvia,  Daughter  to  JusncK  Balancb,  in  h 

Captain  Plumb. 
Lucy,  Maid  to  Mblinda. 
RosB,  a  Country  Oirl,  Sister  to  Bullock. 

Steward,  Drummer,  Recruits,  Constables,  Wat 

Servants,  drc  Ac 


SCENE, — Shrewsbury. 
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Enter  Mklihda. 

Mel.  Pray,  Mr.  Balance,  what's  become  of  my 
coiuin  Silvia  ? 

BaL  Your  cooain  Silvia  ia  talking  yonder  with 
your  cooain  Plome. 

MeL  Wor.  How! 

SUo,  Do  yon  think  it  strange,  consin,  that  a 
vomaa  aiiould  change  ?  bat,  I  hope,  yon'U  excuse 
ft  change  that  haa  proceeded  from  constancy.  I 
altered  my  oatside,  because  I  was  the  same  within; 
and  oaly  laid  by  the  woman  to  make  sure  of  my 
man ;  that's  my  history. 

Mel.  Yoar  history  is  a  little  romantic,  consin, 
bat  ainoe  sacoess  has  crowned  your  adventures,  yon 
will  have  the  world  o'  yonr  side,  and  I  shall  be 
williiig  to  go  irith  the  tide,  provided  you'll  pardon 
an  injury  I  offered  you  in  the  letter  to  your  ftither. 

plume.  That  injury,  madam,  was  done  to  me, 
and  the  reparation  I  expect  shall  be  made  to  my 
friend ;  mdce  Mr.  Worthy  happy,  and  I  shall  be 
•atiafied. 

Mel.  A  good  example,  sir,  will  go  a  great  way : 
when  my  cousin  is  pleased  to  surrender,  'tis  pro- 
bable I  shan't  hold  out  much  longer. 

BnUr  Obtain  Brazbjc 

.  Brax.  Gentlemen,  I  am  yours. — Madam,  I  am 
not  yours. 

Mel.  I'm  glad  on't,  sir. 

BroM.  So  am  I.— You  have  got  a  pretty  house 
here,  Mr.  Laconic. 

Bal.  'Tis  time  to  right  all  mistakes. — My  name, 
sir,  is  Balance. 

Bra*.  Balance  !  Sir,  I  am  your  most  obedient ! 
— I  know  your  whole  generation.  Had  not  you  an 
uicle  that  was  governor  of  the  Leeward  Islands 
some  years  ago  ? 

Bal.  Did  you  know  him  ? 

BroM.  Intimately,  sir.  He  played  at  billiards 
to  a  miracle.  Yon  had  a  brother  too,  that  was 
!q>tain  of  a  fireship — poor  Dick—  he  had  the  most 
engaging  way  with  him— of  making  punch — and 
thai  his  cabin  was  so  neat — ^but  his  boy  Jack  was 
the  most  comical  bastard — ^ha !  ha !  ha  !  ha  I  ha ! 
a  pickled  dog,  I  shall  never  forget  him. 

Plume.  Well,  captain,  are  you  fixed  in  your 
project  yet?  are  you  still  for  the  privateer  ? 


Brag.  No,  no,  I  had  enough  of  a  privateer  just 
now ;  I  had  like  to  have  been  picked  up  by  a  cruiser 
under  false  colours,  and  a  French  pickaroon  for 
aught  I  know. 

Plume.  But  have  you  got  your  recruits,  my 
dear  ? 

Brax.  Not  a  stick,  my  dear. 

Plume.  Probably  I  shall  furnish  you. 

Enter  Rciss  and  Bullock. 

Rose.  Captain,  captain,  I  have  got  loose  once 
more,  and  have  persuaded  my  sweetheart  Cart- 
wheel to  go  with  us ;  but  you  must  promise  not  to 
part  with  me  again. 

Sih.  I  find,  Mrs.  Rose  has  not  been  pleased  with 
her  bedfellow. 

Rose.  Bedfellow !  I  don't  know  whether  I  had 
a  bedfellow  or  not. 

Silv.  Don*t  be  in  a  passion,  child,  I  was  as  little 
pleased  with  your  company  as  you  could  be  with 
mine. 

Bull.  Pray,  sir,  dunna  be  offended  at  my  sister, 
she's  something  underbred ;  but  if  you  please,  I'll 
lie  with  you  in  her  stead. 

Plume.  I  have  promised,  madam,  to  provide  for 
this  girl ;  now  will  you  be  pleased  to  let  her  wait 
upon  you  ?  or  shall  I  take  care  of  her  ? 

Silv,  She  shall  be  my  charge,  sir ;  you  may  find 
it  business  enough  to  take  care  of  me. 

Bull.  Ay,  and  of  me,  captain  ;  for  vrauns  I  if 
ever  you  lift  your  hand  against  me,  I'll  desert. 

Plume.  Captain  Brazen  shall  take  care  o'  that. 
— [  To  Captain  Brazen.]  My  dear,  instead  of  the 
twenty  thousand  pound  you  talked  of,  you  shall 
have  the  twenty  brave  recruits  that  I  have  raised, 
at  the  rate  they  cost  me. — My  commission  I  lay 
down,  to  be  taken  up  by  some  braver  fellow,  that 
has  more  merit  and  less  good  fortune,  whilst  I  en- 
deavour, by  the  example  of  this  worthy  gentleman, 
to  serve  my  queen  and  country  at  home. 

With  some  regret  I  quit  the  active  field. 

Where  glory  full  reward  for  life  does  yield ; 

Bui  the  recruiting  trade,  with  all  its  train 

Of  lasting  plague,  fatigue,  and  endless  pain, 

I  gladly  quit,  with  my  fair  spouse  to  stay, 

And  raise  recmit*  *he  matrimonial  way. 

\JExeunt  ommee. 
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THE   BEAUX-STRATAGEM. 


^  aDome&s. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


His  nifdcr  Duij  find  Mine  faults  in  this  playf  which  my  illness  prevented  the  amoiding  of ;  hnt  there  is  great  amends 
■tie  in  the  representation,  which  cannot  be  matched,  no  more  than  the  friendly  and  indefatigable  cere  of  Mr.  Willcs, 
'  f»«liom  I  eliiefly  owe  the  soooessof  the  play, 

O.  FARQUHAR. 


DRAMATIS  PERSON-fi. 


AiMWsix,  1  two  OentUmen<^f  broken  Fortunes,  the firH 
AacRBR,    I      at  Master,  and  the  second  as  Servant. 
Oocirr  IlBLLAia,  a  French  Officer^  Prisoner  at  Lichfield, 
*fiQOTaK  BuLLBN,  a  Country  Blockhead,  brutal  to  his  Wife. 
\      8iR  Charlbs  FaKKMAN,  Brother  to  Mrs.  Sullkn. 
PbioARUp  a  Priest,  Chaplain  to  the  French  Officers, 
BoiriPACB,  an  Innkeeper. 

OlBBBT,  \ 

IInuHsu>w,  vMree  Highteapmen, 

RAeSHOT,      J 

"^fic&cB,  Servant  to  Sqnnui  Suixiir.  \  n    .'.->" 


Lady  Bouirrirui.,  an  old,  civil.  Country  Oentlewoman, 
that  cures  all  her  Neighbours  of  all  distempers,  and 
foolishly  fond  of  her  Son  Squirk  Buixbn 

DoKiNDA,  Daughter  to  Lady  Boumtipul. 

Mrs.  Bvluks,  Wife  to  Squirb  Bullbn. 

OiPBY,  Maid  to  the  Ladies. 

Chbrsy,  Daughter  to  Bowipacb. 


Tapster,  Ckwch-passengers,  Comitryman,  Conntry- 
woman,  and  Servants. 


SCENE, — Lichfield. 


PROLOGUE 


SPOKEN   BY   MR.  WILKS. 


When  strife  disturbs,  or  sloth  corrupts  an  age, 

^een  satire  is  the  business  of  the  stage. 

Whea   the    Plain-Dealer  writ,   he    lash'd    those 

crimes, 
Which  then  infested  most  the  modish  times : 
&ut  now,  when  faction  sleeps,  and  sloth  is  fled. 
And  all  our  youth  in  active  fields  are  bred ; 
^^en  through  Great  Britain's  fair  extensive  round| 
^lie  trumps  of  fame,  the  notes  of  union  sound  ; 
Mrhen    Anna's    sceptre    points    the    laws    their 

course, 
And  her  example  gives  her  precepts  force  : 
Inhere  scarce  is  room  for  satire  ;  all  our  lays 
^nst  be,  or  songs  of  triumph,  or  of  praise. 


But  as  in  grounds  best  cultivated,  tares 
And  poppies  rise  among  the  golden  ears  ; 
Our  product  so,  fit  for  the  field  or  school. 
Must  mix  with  nature's  favourite  plant — a  fool : 
A  weed  that  has  to  twenty  summers  ran. 
Shoots  up  in  stalk,  and  vegetates  to  man. 
Simpling  our  author  goes  from  field  to  field, 
And  culls  such  fools  as  may  diversion  yield ; 
And,  thanks  to  nature,  there's  no  want  of  those. 
For  rain  or  shine,  the  thriving  coxcomb  grows. 
Follies  to-night  we  show  ne*er  lash'd  before. 
Yet  such  as  nature  shows  you  every  hour  ; 
Nor  can  the  pictures  give  a  just  offence. 
For  fools  are  made  for  jests  to  men  of  sense. 
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THE  BEAUX-STRATAGEM. 


EPILOGUE 

DISIONSD  TO  BB  SPOKBlff    IN  THB   '*  BBAVX-BTmATAOBM." 


If  to  our  plaj  your  jadgment  can't  be  kind^ 

Let  its  expiring  author  pitj  find : 

Survey  hia  moamfol  case  with  melting  eyeiy 

Nor  Jet  the  bard  be  damn'd  before  he  dies, 

Fofbear,  yon  ftir,  on  his  last  scene  to  frown, 

Boi  his  tnie  exit  with  a  plaudit  crown ; 

Then  shall  the  dying  poet  oease  to  fear 

The  dreadfol  Icndl^  while  yonr  applanse  he  hean. 

At  Lenetra  so  the  conqoerinc  Tbeban  died, 

Cbini'd  Ut  friends*  praises,  but  their  tears  denied: 


Pleased  in  the  pangs  of  death  he  greatly  thought 
Conquest  with  loss  of  life  bvt  cheaply  booght. 
The  difference  thb,^tlie  Greelc  was  one  would 

fight. 
As  braTe,  though  not  so  gar  as  sajeant  Kite ; 
Ye   sons  of  Will's,  what's  that    to  those  whe 

write? 
To  Thebes  alone  the  Gkedan  owed  his  bays, 
You  may  the  bard  above  the  hero  raise. 
Since  yours  is  greater  than  Al 
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